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They clinked the necks of their 
beers together. 

“Happy New Year.” 

“Happy-happy.” 

Matthew took a long 
swig from his beer, dangling 
his feet. His watch read 2:04 
AM but their night wasn’t even 
close to being done yet. He’d bet 
money they’d have another three 
or four calls before the evening was 
over, which would ruin any useful 
amount of time he might be able to 
spend doing just this. That being abso- 
lutely nothing, of course. 

“So whadda ya think Matt?” Katherine set 
her drink at her side, sitting up. “Think this year will be any more interesting than 
the last?” 

“Aren't they all?” 

“Well, for us, obviously, but that’s something different.” 

“Excluding us, then yes, next year should be interesting. Years are only bor- 
ing in retrospect from some 30 years later. 1971 for instance.” 

“The Vietnam War was still going then.” 

“Wars don’t count.” 

Katherine chuckled. “Then I’d surmise you’d say 1938-1945 was a pretty bor- 
ing slate of years as well.” 

Matt laughed, sitting up as the radio in the cab crackled to life. The familiar 
sound of dispatch’s voice, asking for “Bus Two-One”. 

“Should we get that?” Katherine sighed, pushing herself onto her elbows. 

“It is our job.” 

He hopped off the top of the ambulance, as she straightened her shirt and 
neatly smoothed out her pants, sliding herself off the roof after him. 

“I swear to god if it’s another goddamn kid...” 

Matt grinned before reaching into the cab and grabbing the radio, sighing 
and clicking it on. “This is Bus Two-One. What can we do for you tonight dispatch?” 

“What you're paid to Two-One. Enjoy your little vacation?” 

“Of course. What’s up?” 

“Another alky for you two to clean up and bring to County. Looks like an- 
other party got out of control.” 

Behind him, Katherine barely muffled a number of very vulgar words. 

“Where is it?” 








“Over by the/Green this time. Be quick about it, if you could.” 

“Got it dispatch, On our way.” He clicked off the radio, before turning back 
to Katherine, who had a rather disgusted look on her face. 

It was the same thingevery New Year's, like clockwork. The parties would 
start around 8 PM or so, and the EMTs would start getting the 911 calls around 8:30 
or so, as the first few cases of alcohol poisoning or some other alcohol-induced bit of 
self-injury would begin to pour in. There were days that Matt marveled at human- 
ity’s seemingly unstoppable desire to destroy itself in the most embarrassing or 
preventable manner possible. 

Of course, their job was to prevent such a thing from happening. Not that it 
didn’t get a little annoying after the umpteenth time. 

“I say we dump this one off right at Rehab.” She walked around to the other 
side of the cab, opening the door with a grunt. “Isn’t there a light that goes off after 
the 25th shot of Jagermeister? A little voice that says ‘Maybe | should stop now?” 

“It’s drowned out by all the people screaming ‘Chug! Chug! Chug!” Matt 
laughed, settling into the driver’s seat. Sliding the key into the ignition, he gave it 
a quick turn, and the ambulance’s engine rumbled to life. Putting it into drive, the 
vehicle pulled out of the parking lot and onto the thankfully deserted streets. 

“Dumb kids would be dead if it wasn’t for us.” Katherine reached under her 
seat to grab her kit, unzipping and rifling through its contents, making sure every- 
thing was stocked and in order. 

“That’s why we do the job.” He reached down and flicked the switch that 
turned on the lights and sirens, stamping on the gas, speeding around a turn. Matt 
wasn’t a reckless driver, but, with the streets mostly clear (the local police became 
incredibly vigilant about DUIs on New Year’s) he could take the ambulance to its 
performance extremes. Right now that seemed to be about 65 mph. 

“You enjoy this part way too much.” She shot him a slight smile from the 
corner of her mouth as he accelerated up a hill. 

Mitchell Green was a relatively boring bit of track housing in the suburbs. 
Most of the houses were models, built the same, although a few residents had at 
least opted to break up the boredom by actually painting their house a different color 
rather than the eggshell white which was the most common. Most of the houses 
had been built during the 1950s, and, by modern standards, were about as fit for a 
4-person family as a shoebox might’ve been. But they were perfect for renters, the 
barely employed Under-30 crowd, for whom $1200 a month split four ways was a gift 
from god. 

With such a significant focus of the young populace in one place, there was 
always mischief going on around the Green. The police would generally stop by once 
a week, maybe twice to stop a rambunctious house party or end a dispute, and EMT’s 
would end up having to drive out more often then they’d like, generally for overdoses 
on some sort of substance, or some sort of substance-abuse-related injury. A few 





weeks ago, he and his fellow workers had nicknamed the Green “Daredevil Alley” 
after three patients had been brought to the hospital, having tried to fly or other- 
wise use their body in a manner it was not designed for. These incidents generally 
happened after a great deal of substance had been imbibed. 

“Jesus, we’re supposed to be the EMT’s, not need them!” Katherine yelped 
as the ambulance screeched around a tight corner. 

“Oh come on, live a little!” 

“That’s what I’d like to continue doing, unless you wrap us around a tree!” 

“How’s he doing?” 

Matt wished he could say that the scene was different 
in calls like this, but it really was the same every 
time. They'd pulled up, lights ablaze, infront 
of a house that looked like it had been 
under siege for a month now. Kids were 
milling around on the front lawn, the 
party spilling into the backyard. Ap- 
parently, someone treading uncom- 
fortably close to death due to alco- 
hol poisoning had thrown a bit of a 
downcast veneer over the gathering. 

As they’d gathered their 
tools, he unloading the gurney and 
begun jogging up the walk, the party’s 
apparent host appeared at the door. 
Her face was flushed and her eyes blood- 
shot red. 

“Oh god, it’s Josh!” She’d slurred, 
leading them inside. The house was a wreck, 
cans and bottles strewn everywhere, a tapped out keg 
sitting in the living room, the odors of sweat and marijuana hanging 
thick in the air. Katherine had groaned, placing her arm over her nose. 

“My... my name is Courtney. Ohmigod I’m so sorry, he just fell down and 
started vomiting so we put him in the tub...” She’d been blathering, he could barely 
make out the words between growing sobs of distress. 

They’d neared the bathroom, where a small group of concerned-looking 
people were standing. If this was what it took to perhaps convince a few of them 
that drinking in moderation wouldn’t kill them, so be it. 

“Did you put him on his side?” Katherine had asked gruffly, moving for the 








door. 
“I... I don’t know... Andrew’s in there now, taking care of him.” 





Katherine had shot him a tired “well, let’s take a look” glance, before walking 
into the bathroom, Matt close behind. 

The small bathroom reeked with the sour smell of vomit. The place looked 
atrocious, water, spilt beer and unpleasant bodily fluids everywhere, and, in the tub, 
a young man, his clothes stained, lying in a pool of his own spit up. Another man sat 
on the edge of the tub, looking scared. He brightened up as they entered. 

“Oh thank Christ, he stopped barfing but | don’t know how he’s doing...” 

“You Andrew?” Katherine had begun, moving for the tub. 

“Yeah.” 

“You put him on his side, good. Did you check his throat, make sure he could 
breathe?” She’d pulled a pocket flashlight out, shining it in the unfortunate’s eyes, 
and then opening his mouth. 

“Uh... no...” 

Matt set to setting up the gurney. “What’ve we got?” 

“He'll be okay.” She’d said, taking another look at Josh before frowning. 
“Christ, this kid’s not even 21 yet, is he?” 

Andrew’s face had turned incredibly guilty-looking. 

“Figures.” Katherine sighed. “Give me a hand.” 

With a bit of work, they’d gotten him onto the gurney, and were beginning 
to wheel him out the door. The party had apparently begun to disperse in short 
order, the police had showed up just moments after they’d arrived, and a rather 
disinterested-looking officer was grilling Courtney in the front yard. 

“Is he going to be okay?” Andrew had chased after them as they wheeled 
the gurney out onto the sidewalk, towards the waiting ambulance. 

“He should be.” Matt had nodded. “He didn’t hit his head on anything when 
he fell down did he?” 

“The floor, but not very hard, he hit a bunch of people.” Andrew watched as 
they loaded his friend into the back of the ambulance. “Hey, listen, I’m his friend, can 
| ride along?” 

Matt smiled and shook his head. “Listen, your friend is lucky to be alive right 
now, but you guys have a lot more stuff to be worrying about. The police will know 
about this and it is underage drinking, so | advise you get yourself collected, find your 
friend’s parents, explain everything that happened, and beg for clemency.” 

All of that, less than five minutes ago as he tore along the roads, headed for 
Whitson Memorial Hospital. For a small-sized city like Grenton, Whitson Memorial 
proved a surprisingly high level of care, and employed enough doctors and EMT’s to 
cover all of Grenton and well into the suburbs. They’d even begun work on a helicop- 
ter pad for MEDEVAC cases. 

“They might end up pumping his stomach. It’s alcohol, so | couldn’t give him 
any charcoal. It’ll be pretty unpleasant, but he’ll be okay.” 

Matt looked back for just long enough to catch Katherine smoothing the 





kid’s matted hair. For all of her gruffness towards the kids, she did enjoy her job, 
and was devoted to helping people. However, she did believe fervently in personal 
accountability, which would explain how she generally reacted to these kinds of self- 
inflicted-injury calls. 

“How much longer until we’re there?” 

“Ten minutes, tops - barring traffic.” He replied, barreling through an inter- 
section as the light flashed yellow. Somewhere behind him, a driver honked angrily. 


His hand trembled involuntarily, and he had to steady himself before trying 
to bring the cup of steaming coffee to his lips. Slowly, he titled the Styrofoam cup, 
grimacing at the bitter taste that slid onto his tongue. 

In all truth, he shouldn’t have been having coffee at this point. His shift was 
ending, the sun was cresting over Grenton’s skyline, reflecting orange and amber 
tones off glass and steel. This was, ordinarily, when he would return to his apart- 
ment, and, exhausted, pass out on his bed, occasionally without even changing out 
of his uniform. Such was his lot in life; such were the demands of his job. 

“You two look like you had a fun night.” 

Ron was one of the most experienced drivers on staff, and, with his experi- 
ence in his pocket, had managed to finagle working on New Year’s Day rather than 
during the night of New Year’s Eve. 

“You enjoy yourself last night?” Katherine added wryly, pulling her brown 
hair out of its ponytail and letting it hang loose, scratching-her head gently. 

“| had a drink, sat with the Missus and the kids, didn’t get vomited on. Not 
bad, all in all.” Ron smiled, lifting his cup of coffee in salute. “How many calls did 
you get?” 

“Only 10.” Matt said with a note of happiness. The two years ago when he 
was still in training he’d been working on New Year’s Eve and had to attend tov17, calls 
over a mere five hours. The evening’s only highlight of any merit was a stop at a local 
strip club to save a patron who had O.D.’ed in one of the back rooms. 

“Not bad, not bad.” Ron smiled, beginning to walk inside to clock in. “Hey, 
what do we always say?” 

“No one else is going to save these idiots from themselves.” Katherine 
and Matt sighed in unison, reciting the unofficial motto of their little cabal. One of 
Matt’s previous girlfriends had asked him if he was always so cynical about the job. 
He’d responded that the job simply couldn’t be sanely without a little cynicism. It 
didn’t stop him from helping people, but sometimes... people just did dumb things. 

“Need a ride?” He asked Katherine, as they walked into the parking lot. 

“I was going to take the bus, but since you’re offering...” She smiled. 

His car chirped as Adam hit the alarm, resting his hand arm on the hood for a 
moment. “You doing anything tonight? | know you have off too.” 

“| was planning an evening of reading and relaxation. What’d you have in 





mind?” 
“That new thriller movie, The Brandenburg Protocols.” 
“The one based on the book?” 
“Aren't they all?” 
Katherine shrugged, sliding into the passenger seat. “Maybe. I’m not sure if 
I’m up for a convoluted plot about government assassins and conspiracies right now. 
| got that kick out of my system after The Bourne Identity.” 
“Which you saw solely because Matt Damon was the lead.” 
Katherine shrugged. “You sat through Frida for the 
explicit purpose of seeing Salma Hayek naked, so 
you’ve got nothing to talk about.” 
Matt laughed, starting the engine. “I con- 
tend that Salma Hayek naked counts as ‘special 


mn” 


circumstances’. 
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“Oh stop that.... Please... really... no... just a 
little lower... oooh, ooh someone knows 
what he’s doing.” 
The elevator trembled as it passed 
the third floor, just as it always did, 
reminding him of a running bet he’d 
made with Katherine on whether it 
would eventually crash to the basement 
in a heap of screaming innocents and 
twisted metal. Their over-under was six 
years, an extra $50 if more than two news sta- 
tions showed up to cover the “Tragedy in the Tenements”. 

He’d never really talked all that much to Mr. Carey. He lived across the hall 
from Matt, in apartment 6C. He was a pretty big football fan; easily noted by his 
constant screaming and shouting every Sunday night in the fall when the game was 
on. The following morning, Matt would drag himself to work, and Mr. Carey would 
usually corral him around the mailboxes, making neighborly conversation. 

“How about those Wolves huh?” He’d start every conversation basically the 
same way. If they’d lost, he’d amend it to “How about those fucking Wolves?” 

Mr. Carey would then launch into a 5 minute diatribe on their merits and 
flaws of the team, how they’re not taking advantage of so-and-so and not doing 
this-and-this. Matt would sit and smile and nod, and occasionally toss in a quip 
where he was supposed to, allowing his rant to take the necessary turns. Once he’d 
finished, Mr. Carey would trail off, looking wistfully into the air. 

“So how’s life treating you?” He’d ask. 





“Not bad, not bad.” Matt would say. 

“Ain’t that the truth.” And they’d both smile. 

Mr. Carey seemed a pretty stand-up guy. A little gruff, perhaps, a little rough 
around the edges. For an aging, overweight 40-something with an apartment that 
looked, from the glimpses he had seen, a hell of a lot nicer than what your average 
cook at a diner should be able to afford, he was, for lack of a better word, “Cool”. 

“Oooh baby... put your hand here and get it warm... Mmmm you wanna get 
me wet?” 

So it came as a moderate surprise to step into the elevator to see Mr. Carey 
and his escort returning from an evening out. A girl, no more than a day over 20, 
dolled up as if her next stop was a Max Hardcore movie. Her shirt was already par- 
tially unbuttoned, Mr. Carey’s bulky fingers feverishly working on the button of her 
six-inch long denim-skirt. 

“Oh shit baby, how long’s it been for you?” 

She did all the talking, learned, by rote, from every bad movie with badly 
acted prostitutes ever. He mostly grunted. 

“Ooooh shit... Oooh baby... oox00000 00000000000...” 

The elevator shuddered to a stop on the sixth floor, and Mr. Carey pushed 
the girl out, driving her down the hallway with a firm slap on the behind. She used 
one hand to hold her skirt together, blowing him a kiss. 

“Gotta get em’ while they’re young.” Mr. Carey smiled, following her down 
the hallway. 

Matt nodded almost reflexively, still a little unnerved at what he’d seen. 
Surely, if cracking open a beer before ten AM was a sign of rampant alcoholism, then 
returning to your apartment with what was almost assuredly a prostitute at six-thir- 
ty in the morning had to mean you needed something fixed. 

Opening the door to his own modest apartment, Matt removed his coat, 
tossing it on the aging love seat that acted as his couch. Picking up the TV remote 
from the couch’s arm, he flicked on the television, hopping disinterestedly from 
channel to channel before finally settling on a decade old replay of a basketball game 
on the classic sports network. 

Working as an EMT in Grenton wasn’t glamorous, nor would it provide with 
enough for a high-class lifestyle. He lived in a one bedroom apartment on the fourth 
floor of an apartment building with an elevator that barely worked, and stairs nar- 
row and steep enough to make moving in hell when the elevator was broken (which 
it frequently was). Given his memories of moving in, and nearly dropping his TV 
three times on the way up to his apartment, the thought of moving out was equally 
horrifying. 

His apartment was a understandably small affair, technically a “one bed- 
room” but considering that the bedroom and living room were the same room, 
the distinction was somewhat silly. The entire apartment only had two doors, the 





bathroom and the front, and when the oven was opened, there was almost no room 
to move in the kitchen. 

And yet, despite all that, the place had a certain charm. For a place so far 
downtown, his apartment had come at quite a reasonable price. Factoring in the ex- 
quisite view of bustling city life he was afforded through his windows, it was a steal. 


Downtown Grenton had been in a slow process of gentrification over the 
past decade or so, as residents who had once moved to the suburbs were moving 
back into the cityscape, spending money on renovating century old houses and creat- 
ing picture-perfect blocks of housing not far from him. He’d dreamed about moving 
into the converted textile manufactory a few blocks down that had been converted 
into an apartment building. The rooms were immense, the interiors rebuilt to match 
its art-deco inspired facade. 

With the riverfront area no more than a few blocks away, even for the urban 
logjam he was stuck in (his apartment building was above a pawn shop, which, in 
turn, was wedged between a Thai restaurant and a Vietnamese video store), every- 
thing he could’ve possibly needed was within walking distance. The bodega down 
the street provided any extra food supplies he needed, if he wanted to eat out, there 
were at least five perfectly good restaurants around, and the internet café around 
the block provided all the social interaction and caffeine a man could use. 

Sighing, he strode over to his PC, the virtual hub of his life, punching the 
power button with a finger and listening to the machine whirr and hum as it kicked 
into life. He hadn’t been back to the local internet café, “The Mudd Puddle” in about 
two weeks. Mainly because, two weeks ago, he and Janet had broken up. 

Janet was one of the girls who worked at the Puddle, one who he’d met 
when he first moved in a year and a half ago and started frequenting the shop. He’d 
become a recognized regular pretty quickly, despite the sometimes schizophrenic 
hours he’d have to work sometimes. What had started as pleasant customer-server 
banter between him and Janet had grown into a full-fledged relationship. They’d 
done it for six months, and then she’d broken it off. While she’d found it interesting, 
she’d never really liked his job, much less the hours it forced him to keep. Moreover, 
despite her urgings, and even though he’d taken it up on a lark, it was a job that Matt 
enjoyed doing, that he got satisfaction out of. It wasn’t his dream employment, but 
between the peace of mind and keeping the bills paid, it meant he wasn’t quitting 
his job anytime soon. So she’d opted to quit on the whole thing. 

Janet had always been a very particular girl, it was that quality that made 
her attractive to him. That “my way or the highway” attitude had built her into a 
forthright and honest young woman. Although saying that that was the only reason 
he’d been attracted to her would have been a horrific lie. Sure, she was smart and 
funny, but Janet had also been the owner of two of the largest breasts that Matt had 
ever seen. 





Matt was a lot of things, but was, without a doubt, a breast man. He had 
no idea how it had started or why. If pressed to pinpoint a “beginning” of his love, 
he would point to when he’d downloaded a number of short, 30-second video clips 
off some random adult website some years ago, and coming across this woman, 
he’d never learned her name, soaping up two enormous breasts in the shower. They 
were obviously fake, and yet, to his own surprise, he didn’t care. To him, they looked 
absolutely perfect, from the almost comical way they jutted out from her chest to 
the vastly undersized nipples that peaked out from the tips like pushpins. He’d been 
utterly hooked. 

So Janet had seemed like some sort of blessing from the heavens. Her 
heavy, nearly volleyball-sized breasts were fat and utterly impossible for the girl to 
hide, even underneath a winter coat. Capped off by brown, puffy nipples that grew 
angry and turgid when she was aroused, her tits seemed twice as huge on her 5’2” 
frame, and watching them bounce around on her chest whilst they had sex had 
been one of his favorite pleasures. Sadly, Janet wasn’t nearly as enamored with her 
bust as he was, nor did she derive much pleasure from them. Whenever they were 
together, Matt often had to forgo the amount of fun he would’ve had with them 
during foreplay in favor of her other erogenous zones to keep her satisfied. 

But that relationship was done and dusted with, and those breasts 
were now hands-off. 

Clicking his mouse a few times along 
the screen, he opened up his PC’s music 
player, queuing up a few jazz albums 
and leaning back in his chair, staring 
at the ceiling as the music filled the 
apartment. To be perfectly honest, 
he couldn’t quite figure out which 
he missed more, being with her, or 
just her breasts. 

Reaching over to the 
bookshelf alongside the desk his 
PC sat on, he rifled through a pile 
of old magazines. Under a few 
men’s magazines, he removed 
a few thin comics, placing them on 
his desk before him. Picking up the first, he 
began lazily scanning the pages. 

He’d found the comics online, buried deep within the recesses of an adult 
comics website. They were old works, bought almost a year ago now, and yet, the 
artist who had made them had done such a fantastic job, they still seemed just as in- 
tensely erotic after what had to have been the 5ooth viewing. Each page was filled 

















with assorted women with breasts that dwarfed Janet’s, doing all sorts of things. 
Modeling, sleeping, eating, walking, masturbating, having sex with men, having sex 
with women. He’d come to love artwork like this most of all, since, given his particu- 
lar tastes, it didn’t seem that very many real women would ever look quite like the 
ones people had drawn. 

It was this fact that had lead him to doing a bit of drawing himself. He’d 
been a pretty good artist for as long as he could remember, even after stopping for 
the better part of a year during high school. In college, he’d picked up for real again, 
even taking a class in drawing the human figure while working towards his degree 
in literature (it was becoming increasingly apparent that he’d never really put that 
degree to use). He’d enjoyed drawing people more than anything else, occasionally 
going to the park, choosing a few people at random and sketching them. Eventually, 
he’d tried his hand at pinups, showing a few to his closest friends. Between the posi- 
tive reactions he got to his style and to his particular tastes in women, it’d only been 
a matter of time before he started penning drawings of bustier and bustier women. 
He’d bought a scanner, started posting them online, and gotten such a positive re- 
sponse that he’d started his own website four months ago, dedicated to his drawings 
of exceptionally busty women. After a slow start, he was averaging 4,000 visitors a 
month, well more than he’d ever expected. 

He hadn’t thought there might be quite so many like-minded fellows out 
there, or so many with disposable income, as a few successful eBay auctions lead 
to him opening a section of the site for commissions. He’d purposely made them 
pricey; in upwards of $150 a pop for simple pencil sketches, but the response so far 
had been good, even if some of the requests, like one for the women of “The View” 
after some significant enlargement, seemed a bit odd. But people seemed to really 
appreciate his work, and, even better, it had given him a valve to let loose any pent- 
up sexual frustration. 

Probably the single best “gift” he’d gotten from a patron of his site wasn’t 
even in monetary form. A website he’d mentioned in passing on the occasionally 
updated blog he ran with his site offered reasonably advanced, animated desktop 
companions, little hand-drawn characters that would actually check your e-mail for 
you and do other small, menial tasks. Their real attraction was their interactivity, 
observing what the user was doing, or waiting for a simple click that would set off a 
small sequence of animations that were, at the very least, a nice distraction. Given 
that many of the characters were female and, by most people’s description, rather 
busty, he’d hemmed and hawed about actually buying them, never quite justifying 
the purchase in his mind. 

So, leave it to some intrepid person to circumvent the program’s security 
protection and get him not only a free copy, but one that had been tweaked for the 
particular desires of someone who considered himself to have a “Breast Enlarge- 
ment” fetish. And while it wasn’t a perfect job, at some of the more obscene sizes 





the breasts distorted rather badly, Matt could still have a dancing, jiggling woman 
with a bosom that was wider than her torso dancing across his desktop. 

In thinking of it, Matt opened up the program itself. He did admire the 
animation, and how chameleonic the woman was, with her large repertoire of hair- 
styles, outfits and more. A click on her stomach, and she went into peals of ticklish 
laughter. He smiled. 

Opening up a browser window, he began to check his email, deleting the 
first round of spam, saving a letter from his mother that he’d have to remember 
to reply to in a timely fashion this time. He’d begun to trawl through some of his 
favorite websites when the night’s fatigue suddenly settled itself on his shoulders 
and neck, his eyelids becoming unbearably heavy. Minimizing the browser window, 
he clicked on the animated woman once more, this time smack dab in the middle 
of her cleavage, leading her to wag a finger at him before quickly flashing 
him. , 

Turning down his speaker, he turned towards the 
small TV he’d placed atop his dresser, picking the remote 
up off the desk and turning it on. 

“morning and Happy New Year Grenton! It’s 
7:30 AM and you’re watching Dayside here on WKYT-4, 
and these are your top news stories for January 1st...” 

Matt tuned out the rest, shuffling over to and col- 
lapsing on the mattress-on-milk-crates that was his bed. 
Affordability in the place of aesthetics. 

Rolling to one side, he looked at his drawing tab- 
let with his latest work on it, awoman, straddling a sybian machine, 
in the throes of a orgasm. It’d taken him forever to get the position he wanted 
her in right, and had taken him even longer to properly detail where the machine fit 
inside of her. He’d even spent 20 minutes choosing a design for her pubic hair and 
making sure it looked just right (he’d gone with a star). The drawing was 3/4ths 
finished, including the enormous, beach-ball sized breasts that began high on her 
chest and would’ve obscured most of her stomach, if she wasn’t arching her back. 
He’d opted to give this woman a more “punky” appearance, designing her with 
pronounced, pierced nipples and a few tattoos. If he opted to color the picture, her 
still-unfinished hair would be dark pink. 

For amoment, he began to reach for the tablet to begin to draw again, but 
the fatigue was just too much to fight. Rolling back over, he laid his head on his pil- 
low, listening to the sound of the TV mingle with the music. 

“that’s right Lora, we’re not even close to being through winter yet, so get 
your snow shovels ready. There’s a storm headed our way tonight that should drop 
at least five inches of snow over the area...” 

Matt’s reward for working New Year’s Eve was getting the next four days 








off. He couldn’t have been happier about the arrangement. 

His dream ebbed and fizzled into embers, a slightly melodic, mostly distorted 
jingle boring its way through the haze and forcing him back into waking life. Lifting 
his head up from the pillow, Matt wondered for a moment what could possibly be 
playing such a god-awful version of “Hey Jude” before finally realizing that it was his 
cellphone that was proving so annoying. 

Rolling over, he picked it up off his nightstand, flipping it open. 

“Hnrh?” 

“Mr. Griffiths, this is Association of Americans for Decency calling, in regards 
to your website.” 

Matt’s eyes opened slightly. “Uh... whuh?” 

“Mr. Griffiths, do you understand that your website violates all common 
decency standards, and that you really should’ve posted pictures of that hot girl you 
met in Baltimore anyway?” 

Matt was silent for a long moment, before sitting up, rubbing sleep from his 
eyes. “Jesus Christ Brendan, you asshole.” 

“Don’t tell me | actually had you going there.” Brendan said, laughing. 
“Whoever has heard of the ‘Association of Americans for Decency’?” 

“God, | just woke up, | don’t know, there are all sort of people opposed to 
naked breasts.” 

“Whatever. C’mon, it’s like nine o’clock at night. Clean up, get dressed and 
meet me at Woodrow Park. It’s snowing like hell out here and it’s gorgeous.” 

“Do | have to?” 

“Yes, and we’re getting coffee at the Puddle, so get your game face on.” 

“Oh Jesus man...” 

“Shut up and move your ass, I’m freezing out here.” 

There was a certain beauty to a city that had been draped in snowfall, or so 
at least Matt had always thought. Cars draped with a carpet of white on the desert- 
ed streets, large clumps of snow causing tree limbs to hang low. Most people around 
Grenton hated the stuff, and the additional annoyance it brought to day-to-day life, 
but Matt liked it despite them. 

The meteorologist had promised only five inches of snow, but by now, at 
least eight had to have fallen, with no end in sight. Grenton only managed two of 
these storms a year, but, whenever they did get them; people were generally left dig- 
ging out for days afterwards. 

Turning the corner to Woodward Park, he saw Brendan, standing infront of 
the two sculpted bronze lions that dominated the park’s north entrance. He waved, 
pulling the hood of his coat a little more snug around his face. 

“How’s life treating you?” He asked, exchanging fists with his friend. 





“Not bad, not bad. Yourself?” 

Matt shrugged. “Could be better, as always.” 

“How was New Year’s?” 

“Stupid as always, same old.” Matt said with a smile. 

Brendan played the part of Matt’s sardonic, frequently annoying but always 
well-meaning friend, a role he played to the hilt. 26, and already a seasoned IT pro- 
fessional, he’d actually been the first person Matt had broached the idea of running 
a website devoted to his drawings to. While not entirely understanding, Brendan 
had designed and set up the website for him, taught him all the basic ins and outs of 
running it, and was his tech support whenever he needed it. As payment, Matt had 
sketched for him a normally proportioned pin-up of Jessica Alba, which, all in all, was 
a good deal. 

They spent a few minutes walking through Woodward Park. The city had 
always put Woodward Park to good use, hosting a “Shakespeare in the Park” festival 
in the summer, along with a few small concerts and an arts sale every fall. As such, 
the park had gotten kind of a reputation as a meeting place for couples, and tonight 
seemed to be no exception, with a number of groups of young people frolicking in 
the freshly fallen snow. He’d taken Janet on their first date here, but that was nei- 
ther here nor there. 

“So how’s the website going? The market for breasts the size of Shamu still 
holding strong?” 

Matt laughed. “Yes, and | told you, | can’t explain it, but there’s a market for 
it, and I’m not going to argue with people who are helping pay my bills.” 

“I still don’t get it. | still say anything more than a handful is a waste.” 

“And | say you still just don’t understand. Imagine really liking a lot of some- 
thing, and then getting even more of it. That’s what it’s like.” 

“That | understand, to a point. Shit, | like big tits, but once you go over Pa- 
mela Anderson sized, you’re getting a little ridiculous looking.” 

“Think of it like this. You know how the current fad in rap is for women with 
big, bubble butts?” 

“Yeah, but that doesn’t even go as far as some of those pictures you draw.” 

Matt pondered this for a moment before shrugging and nodding. “Then | 
just can’t explain it anymore than all of people’s other odd fetishes and turn-ons.” 

“Touché.” 

Walking out of Woodward Park, they turned onto the street, ambling up the 
sidewalk, their conversation ranging from sports to the political matters of the day 
before Matt spotted a pretty young girl, perhaps a few years over 18, certainly not 
bundled up enough for the weather. She was rather thin around the waist, which 
made her grapefruit-sized breasts, hidden under a thin coat seem all the larger. 

“See her?” Matt said, waiting until they’d gotten out of earshot. 

“Yeah?” 








“Well, I’m sure you can think of what she’d look like topless, right?” 

“Yeah, so?” 

“She looks good, right?” 

“Yes, what’s your point?” 

“Well, I’m sure you’d say that she’d look even hotter with bigger tits, even as 
large as hers are. But for people like me, there’s something about them, their shape, 
their size, the way they move and how they look that is so uniquely... gorgeous 
that there’s not really a point where we’d say ‘that’s too big’. | mean, I’m a lover of 
breasts in general, but big, huge tits, real or fake are just immensely appealing to me. 

“I mean, sure, there’s a level of idealization of it.” He continued as Brendan 
looked at him, curious and entertained. “Most people prefer a woman with the rest 
of her body looking like the ideal male fantasy as well, and the breasts that we’re 
talking about, at the sizes we’re talking about are... well... perfect. Unblemished, 
firm, the whole nine generally. But... there’s just such a beauty to that, y’know? | 
mean, if ‘bigger is better’, then gargantuan is great, right?” 

The last little quip got a laugh out of Brendan. “Alright, alright, l'II take your 
word for it that there something I’m just not getting here.” 

They walked in silence for a few moments before turning another corner. 
“However, speaking of gargantuan breasts, we’re about to come up to the Puddle. 
Now I’m going to go in and get an espresso. If you’re still afraid to look at your ex, 
you can stand out here like a tool and freeze, or you can be aman and come the hell 
inside.” 

Matt growled. He hadn’t been keeping track of where they were walking 
exactly, and frankly, if he had remembered Brendan’s promise to bring him here, he 
would’ve tried to shirk away sooner. Being two storefronts away though, it did seem 
ridiculous to suddenly cut and run. 

“Fine. But I’m against this, for the record.” 

“For a man whose job description includes the words ‘may have to jam hand 
into patient’s gaping chest wound’, you’re quite a spectacular pussy you know.” 

Matt said something very, very uncouth as they walked inside of The Mudd 
Puddle, the bell on the door jangling as they entered. The store was understandably 
deserted, given the weather, but the place didn’t close for another 20 minutes or 
so. So it was a little odd that there wasn’t a soul behind the counter. As they ap- 
proached, the sound of giggling from the back became louder however, culminating 
in two girls walking out from the back. 

For a moment, Matt almost grimaced as he recognized Janet coming out 
from the back. It was only for a moment; for in the same flash that he recognized her 
face, he recognized that her prodigious bosom was spilling out over the top of her 
apron, her breasts hung for display like two prize-winning melons. 

Both girls, apparently, had opted to leave their upper half nude, the other 
girl, Liz, not nearly as well endowed as Janet, but in her youth, reasonably impres- 





sive all the same, given the almost gravity-defying nature of her, albeit significantly 
smaller, bounty. 

Still, Janet’s breasts afforded all the attention, and rightfully so. They looked 
as huge as ever, bounding and wobbling ponderously as she walked out from the 
room in the rear. Each step she took put glorious little reverberations through each 
bosom that reminded him immediately of what he had always found so attrac- 
tive about her. Janet may have been a bit curvier than the major men’s magazines 
would ever prefer, but for Matt’s money, she carried it in such a way that when she 
wanted to, she came off as a smoldering cauldron of sexuality. He could remember 
the long afternoons they’d spent together, when he would allow himself to get lost 
in her breasts, nuzzling and caressing them, one hand between her legs, listening to 
her gentle moans and whimpers. Janet was never much of a noisemaker during sex, 
sometimes staying silent through an orgasm, but by far, one of his favorite memories 
was from one of those lazy fall weekends, after what seemed like an almost endless 
amount of breast-play and fingering, when he’d actually placed his mouth on her clit, 
and she’d let out a scream so sharp he’d been momentarily afraid he might’ve done 
something wrong. She’d happily corrected him and instructed him to do more of the 
same. 

However, this was not one of those lazy fall weekends, and, as the light of 
recognition dawned on both girls’ faced, they both squealed, trying to make them- 
selves decent and rushing back into the backroom. Brendan, ever the diplomat, 
broke into uproarious laughter. 

“You assholes! You could say it was you coming in?” Janet’s voice came 
from the back. 

“Wh... what? Should we have expected a titty show?” Brendan replied, be- 
tween laughs. 

“Well, you could’ve said something!” Liz’s voice called. 

After about a minute, they returned. Brendan wasn’t even trying to hide his 
smirk, while Matt had at opted to at least try and hide his bemusement. His sudden 
hard-on however, he was trying very hard to hide. 

“I don’t see what the problem is. | mean, most people have seen you two 
topless already, and he’s already seen you...” Brendan gestured from Matt to Janet. 
“buck naked already. And fucking, may | add, so this really shouldn’t be an issue.” 

Despite the less-than-charming manner Brendan had put it in, he did have 
a point. The female contingent of the Puddle’s largely female staff had appeared 

topless in a calendar to benefit breast cancer research. The pictures were much more 
artful than they were erotic, and with the girls’ faces obscured from view, only those 
with a rather intimate knowledge of them would have an idea of whose breasts were 
whose. This was save for Janet’s bosom of course, which was easily the largest in the 
store. 

“Just what were you two doing topless anyway?” Matt asked, his curiosity 





getting the better of him. 

“It was, like 20 minutes from closing and we hadn’t had a customer in al- 
most an hour thanks to the weather. We thought we’d give a little shock to whoever 
showed up next. | didn’t even think anyone would show up, and then you two ap- 
peared.” 

“Does this mean | can’t get a drink?” Brendan asked, gesturing at the 
espresso machine. 

Mary rolled her eyes, motioning him over. “Fine. What do you want? And 
itd better be fast and easy.” 

Matt began to follow Brendan, but stood instead, standing awkwardly at 
the counter for a moment with Janet. For the life of him, all he could think of was 
the sound of her laughter, how she looked nude, asleep in his bed, and the small, coy 
smile she’d always allow herself whenever they’d just had sex. 

“So where ya been?” She asked, picking up the tip jar, rifling aimlessly 
through its contents. 

“Out, working. This time of year always gets busy.” 

“Bunch of suicide cases during the holidays, huh?” 

He forced a small smile and chuckled. Standing here, with her, he could 
more fully understand why he hadn’t been back to the Puddle since they’d broken 
up. He still found her quite attractive, which clouded his judgment. Worse, although 
he’d come to terms with the breakup, part of him still kind of missed her. He’d al- 
ways been the one to end his previous relationships, and being on the receiving end 
wasn’t a particularly pleasant sensation. 

“So you going to start showing your face around here more then?” Janet 
was always rather direct. 

“Yeah.” He said, not mentioning the “eventually” that accompanied it in his 
mind. If only real women were as simple as those fantasies indeed. “Y’know, like | 
said, just busy is all.” 

“Well | don’t want things to be weird. They shouldn’t be.” Janet said, fid- 
dling with the knot on her apron. “We can still be friends, you know that, right?” 

Matt nodded, rolling his eyes inside. He didn’t expect the wound to still be 
raw, and yet... 

Brendan thankfully returned, espresso in hand, blowing over the top of the 
liquid gently, steam floating into the air. The dawning realization that he could’ve 
avoided much of this stunted conversation by just ordering a drink himself seemed 
an extra cruelty. 

“So what were you two doing out tonight?” Liz asked, returning her shoul- 
der-length auburn hair to its usual ponytail. 

“Just enjoying the weather.” Matt shrugged in his coat, digging deeper into 
the warmth. He was annoyed, he was frustrated, and worst of all, he was horny. 

He was becoming increasingly horny with every moment he stood at the counter, 





whether he liked it or not. Looking at Janet meant looking at her breasts, and even 
purposely looking away meant imaging them in his mind. 

For a moment, they all stood in silence, each remarking silently on how un- 
comfortable the silence had become. 

“Well boys, riveting as this conversation is...” Liz took a damp rag off the top 
of the coffee maker, wiping down the counter. “...I’d like to get out of this store as 
soon after closing as | possibly can, so...” 

“Throwing us out already?” Brendan said, taking another sip from his drink. 

“Come back whenever you want.” Liz smiled. “Just not now.” 

“You're off tomorrow, right?” 

“Yeah.” Matt began to knock the snow off his shoes. The snowfall had 
finally tapered off to a slow stream of large white flakes, meaning the road crews 
could get out and start to clean the roads. Even now, drifts of snow were beginning 
to pile up on corners where the snowplows had pushed the excess. 

“So you'll be at the game tomorrow night, right?” 

“Of course.” Matt nodded. They both played in amateur soccer leagues 
almost year-round. With the onset of winter, the league had moved indoors to the 
local YMCA. The game had been Matt’s passion for years now, although his ability at 
it surely was questionable. “The playoffs start next week, right?” 

“Right, so bring your best, alright?” Brendan clapped him on the back, be- 

fore taking a step back. “You gonna be able to go inside of 
the Puddle again without turning into a com- 
plete clod?” 

Matt began to open his mouth to protest, 
but laughed instead, turning away towards 
the front door of his building, waving. “I'll 
see you tomorrow night.” 

He rode the elevator alone up to 
the fourth floor. From what he could 
tell, he was the youngest tenant in the 
six-story building, which explained 
why so frequently it would become 
so deathly quiet inside the building. 
As he stepped out onto the fourth floor 
landing, the hallway was silent, save for 
the muffled noise of a TV coming from 4C. 
Although, the TV in 4C had never been off, in 
as long as he could remember. He’d met the 
woman who lived there, an aging 50-something 
with what was probably a job behind a desk somewhere, 



















but the TV never turned off. 

An audible thump from across the hall startled him as he slid his keys into 
the lock. Mr. Carey lived across the hall, and when he heard a girlish squeal follow 
soon after, the memory of the trip in the elevator with Mr. Carey’s surely hired com- 
pany for the evening provided a reasonable explanation. Still, it meant that the girl 
had either come back, or, slightly more disturbing, that she’d never left. 

Never seen Mr. Carey with a woman before. Maybe he’s just letting off all 
that steam on her. He thought, chuckling an opening the door to his apartment. 

Taking off his shoes and draping his coat neatly over the back of his couch, 
he flicked the monitor of his PC back on, gently sitting down in the office chair he’d 
placed infront of the desk his PC sat on. Queuing up another playlist of music, he 
turned to the window, gazing out into the remainder of the storm. 

The alarm clock on the windowsill glared the time in its same red glow, tick- 
ing from 11:02 to 11:03 PM. But outside of his window, the view stretched on through 
buildings and the few skyscrapers that dotted the Grenton skyline, all blanketed with 
the thick coating of white that made the city seem almost blurry and indefinite. The 
light from streetlights created a amber glow that highlighted each flake’s journey to 
earth. 

He had only another few hours to enjoy the snowfall, after which, the city 
would wake up and begin trundling around to work. On nights like this, while he had 
been in college, he had sat in one of the large bay windows in the lounge, sketching 
out people, characters, landscapes, whatever came to mind. 

There were only a few hours in the city when the snow was really pristine 
and white, when it retained all of its natural beauty. Once the morning rush began, 
it would dirty, turn brown and speckled black, and revert to the same stuff noone 
liked to see piles of sitting on corners. 

Turning back to his PC, his desktop companion suddenly chirped to life, wan- 
dering across the top of his browser before stopping to smile, blow a kiss and let out 
a breathy “You’ve got mail.” Apparently, the company that made these had a couple 
different animated “models” for purchase, and the hack he’d gotten would ostensi- 
bly work for any of them, but he’d enjoyed this one the most. It’s “name” was Taiosi, 
a 2D hand-drawn desktop companion, who was generally clad in a stylized, painted- 
on costume that crossed between a fantasy heroine and a sci-fi sex kitten. Not that 
he really paid attention to that, especially given how often she changed clothes in 
any of her animated sequences. Even without the hack one of his kind viewers had 
sent him, she was all curves, breasts that were already gorgeously taut and bulbous, 
hips that flared out from her waist to an amount that could only be made with the 
pen. But, with the hack he’d been gifted, she looked, to him, even more gorgeous, 
breasts so large he could see them from behind her, and a behind so luscious and full 
that he could see it from the front. She was, without doubt, one of the best gifts he’d 
ever gotten. 











Dutifully, he checked his e-mail again, reading through a few congratulatory e-mails 
he’d gotten from regular viewers of his site, and a few “suggestions” for further 
drawings he should make. He’d actually had to enlighten one particularly enthusias- 
tic reader that suggestions would be taken as just that, and that if he really wanted 
to see the work done, he would have to pony up some cash for a commission. 

Looking through his galleries always was a mixed bag. He only, truly liked 
perhaps 25 of the drawings he’d done, and by now, he’d made almost 100. He had 
certain affection for them all, of course, but only a select few really captured exactly 
what he’d wanted. 

Given the course of his evening, he remarked that it was inevitable that he’d 
settled on the picture he’d drawn inspired by Janet. One morning, he’d rolled out of 
bed and caught her sleeping, hair tousled about her face, one arm up above her head 
on the pillow, the other tucked underneath the sheets. Somehow, over the course 
of the evening, during the course of her motions during the night she’d managed to 
partially disrobe herself, one large breast slipping out of the top of her teal camisole. 
She’d looked so perfect, and the twin globes of ripe flesh that swelled on her chest, 
one covered, leaving all to the imagination, the other bared to the world, enticing 
him... 

He’d immediately drawn a sketch of her, and then hidden the drawings. 
He’d never shared his particular passion with her; she’d never been much for porn or 
erotica. But the picture had proven to be one of his viewer’s favorites. After some 
changes to the face, and a significant to the bustline, the girl in the drawing bore a 
small resemblance to Janet, but anyone looking at it would surely be thrown off by 
the sheer size of the bosom of the woman he had drawn. She was utterly immense, 
bigger than most pictures he’d usually drawn. He’d actually had to adjust the look of 
her breasts, turning them into low-hanging but firm piles of flesh the size of prize- 
winning watermelons to keep them from obscuring too much of her body. The girl, 
which he’d named “Emily”, had been one of his favorites while he was dating Janet. 
It still was now, and it simply served as a reminder of the level of control the memory 
still had over him. 

Was he over her? Mostly. But in those few minutes at the café, staring at 
her rotund, proud glands, imagining the pert, proud nipples that he’d held in his 
mouth before, how he’d buried his head between them, felt their warmth spill over 
his hands, how he’d kneaded and caressed them, how their every bounce when they 
had sex seemed to drive him to ever higher peaks of lust... Janet still had control of 
him in that sense at least. 

Standing up, he walked over to his bed, picking up a drawing pencil and the 
tablet he used for all his drawings. He had a raging hard-on, which could be best 
used for two things with no woman present. Rather than masturbation, he opted to 
put that sexual energy into a drawing. Stripping off the image of the as-yet unnamed 
“punky” girl he’d finish later, he leaned back in the office chair, placing his feet on 





the windowsill next to the alarm clock, his tablet in his lap. If he was going to draw 
something, it wasn’t going to be just a pinup. It had to be something, some fantasy 
that would be just as eroticized, as desiring of sex as he was. 

The beginning sketches came together slowly, a knowing, sultry face, body 
bent in half, legs up behind her head, a large dildo jammed inside what would be- 
come a glistening pussy, her hand gripping the toy tightly, in the midst of vigorously 
fucking herself. The view of her stomach and much of her upper torso would be 
completely obscured by two utterly gigantic breasts, being squished slightly by her 
legs. Large, round areola the size of dinner plates peeking out on either side of her 
legs as she brought herself to orgasm for the viewer’s entertainment. He designed 
her breasts three times, originally letting them sit naturally and hang low, before 
redesigning them to start low and keep a certain firmness, before finally settling on 
a perfectly supple, firm pair that would jut out from her chest at a near go-degree 
angle if she were standing up. 

“Awww... I’m bored.” 

He jumped, realizing the voice was coming from the speakers on his PC. 
Turning to his computer, he saw Taiosi sitting in a floating chair, looking bored, prop- 
ping her head up with one hand and pouting. She was a fantastic, detailed, well- 
made program, and as he moved his mouse her eyes followed the cursor around the 
screen for few moments, before turning to him. 

“Well?” She said impatiently, starting to rise from her chair. She had just 
enough routines and animations to go through, somewhere in the order of over 250 
total, and a few “secret” ones that, when he’d first gotten her, he’d actually won- 
dered if she really was a reacting, learning Al. 

He chuckled, moving the pointer over her head, whereupon she produced a 
lariat, lassoing the cursor and hanging on for dear life as he whipped it around the 
screen, eliciting screams of excitement from his pixilated companion as he swung 
her around for the ride. 

Coming to a stop in the center of the screen, the lariat dissolved away, Taiosi 
hopping off, a disappointed look on her face. 

“Aw, are we done already?” She pouted, sticking out her bottom lip, her eyes 
becoming huge on her face. Gently moving the cursor up and down to indicate yes, 
she sighed, whipping out a nail file. “Fine, I’ll be here.” 

He chuckled, dragging the mouse down and clicking in the vast expanse of 
her cleavage once. Looking up, she smiled, sliding down the top of her costume and 
exposing her gorgeous breasts, shaking their expanse at him before covering back 
up with a wink, and sashaying her way off the screen, stopping right at the edge to 
wiggle her sizable backside at him. 

Turning away from the PC with a laugh, he glanced down at his work, and 
then at the clock again. He’d been at this for two good hours now, the clock ticking 
past 1:30 AM. The drawing was, for the most part, finished, unless he’d like to spend 





the time necessary to color it in. And, as gorgeous as this new girl looked, he could 
feel the insistent pressure of fatigue pressing at the backs of his eyes. But still... he 
hadn’t updated his site in almost two weeks now, and he did always like to keep his 
fans pleased. 

She’d be a brunette, he decided as he finished detailing her hair, allow- 
ing it to fan out behind her head. Beginning to erase away superfluous sketches 
and whittle the picture down to its core, he allowed himself a small smile. He was, 
usually, his own worst critic, but this particular picture did seem like it was wholly 
worthwhile, like he’d done everything he could do right in making it. He didn’t reex- 
amine a lot of his art after the fact, but this picture, like his sketch of the girl based 
on Janet looked so inviting, so right, he could see himself coming back to it 
with a smile time and time again. 

Stripping the sheet of paper off the tablet, he 
gazed upon the girl’s form one more time, 
before settling the paper on the desk, 
writing a stylized “Melanie” in the bot- 
tom right corner. Naming his creations, 
as little as he liked to admit it, made the 
utterly fanciful creations of his fanta- 
sies seem just a little more real. Matt 
certainly didn’t have anything against 
reality, his job description forced him 
to face it every day, but there was 
something about these girls, and the kind 
of women other artists drew that was so incred- 
ibly appealing and desirable, seemingly magnified so 
because they never would exist other than in his mind or on 
his tablet. 

Sliding the paper into his scanner, he stretched and let out a yawn 
as the computer worked. Normally, he liked having some sort of itinerary for 
his off days, so at least he didn’t feel like they’d gone to waste, but at this point, if 
he got to spent the majority of the next day sitting on his behind watching TV, he’d 
manage. 

The music playing changed, and he hummed along to the opening strains of 
“The Girl from Ipanema” After a few moments of quiet bliss, the computer chimed 
to tell him it was finished. As it did, Taiosi appeared on the screen once more, wan- 
dering about for a few seconds before seeming to walk up to the glass that sepa- 
rated them, “knocking” on the monitor’s display. 

“Anyone out there?” She asked cheerfully, her eyes searching, her new, 
pendulous bosom jostling about on her chest. Looking at her, he chuckled. He’d al- 
ways preferred hand drawn 2D art to most 3D work. If he had the option of making 












the most attractive 2D girls he’d ever seen flesh and blood, he’d have jumped at the 
chance. 

But, those girls were fictional. However his relationship had ended with Ja- 
net, actual human contact couldn’t be replaced by a large assortment of comics and 
Jpegs, so getting back in the saddle and taking another shot at the relationship game 
wouldn’t kill him. 

Leaving Taiosi along on his PC screen, he turned up his music slightly, 
enough so it wouldn’t bother the neighbors and began his bedtime routine, putting 
away dirty clothes, organizing his workspace so it wasn’t a complete mess, brushing 
his teeth, and so forth. When all was finished, he flicked off the PC’s monitor, turn- 
ing off the floor lamp that illuminated most of the room and turning on the small 
reading light that sat next to his futon. 

Grabbing the detective story he’d been immersed in recently, he began to 
settle underneath the covers before thinking once more about his new creation, 
and opting to look over one of his personal favorite comics again as well, one which 
featured a surfeit of exceptionally busty women enjoying as many of the pleasures of 
the flesh as they could. 

His apartment did many things, but normally, it did not glow. So to awake 
to the glow of something upon his face was a small surprise. 

Matt groaned as he opened his eyes. He’d fallen asleep reading, which 
wasn’t really an issue, waking up at whatever godforsaken hour of night it was and 
probably throwing off his sleep schedule for the night was a different matter of an- 
noyance. 

Pulling the hardcover novel off his chest, he turned slightly, to glance at his 
alarm. In the dim, orange light that streetlights outside bathed his apartment in, 
he could tell that those red lights that governed much of his life were conspicuously 
absent. 

Slowly swimming his way out of the haze of unconsciousness, he realized 
that the apartment was dark, the reading lamp he’d surely left on now dark, his PC 
no longer playing music from a playlist that was days in length. He couldn’t even 
hear the reassuring rumble of his refrigerator, which meant that Grenton, or at least 
his apartment building, was going through one of their all-too-frequent brownouts, 
although he was much more used to them occurring in the summer. Winter brown- 
outs were almost unheard of. If things held to pattern though, the situation would 
probably resolved within an hour or two of it happening, and half the building would 
be late to work the next day. 

Pushing himself up into a sitting position, he rubbed his eyes slowly, swivel- 
ing his legs out from underneath the sheets and onto the chilled wooden floor. If 
there was a power outage, nothing should’ve been on. Even if it was a brownout, he 
couldn’t understand why anything would be causing a glow like that. 





Blearily glancing through the darkness, he instinctively looked at his TV. Late 
night infomercials had lulled him to sleep more than once, the certain soothing sen- 
sation listening to C-list celebrities hawking new weight-loss solutions. But the TV 
wasn’t on either, and his brow furrowed. Bringing his gaze across the room, his eyes 
slid from the TV, down to the floor, across to his chair and up to the only possible 
source for the glow. 

His monitor was reasonably new, and had cost a pretty penny, but to his 
knowledge, it wasn’t self-powered as a bonus. And yet, as he sat looking at it, his 
monitor radiated a cyan gleam, covering everything near it in its gentle glow. 

Matt stared, disbelieving, at his electronic accessory, as if waiting for the il- 
lusion to finally cease, for the glow to disappear and allow him to return to the sleep 
he so coveted. But no absolution ever came, the monitor continuing to glow all the 
same. 

Pushing himself out of bed, he trudged his way to his computer chair, 
determined to find out what exactly would’ve been causing this odd aberration in 
his computer. Aberrations in his computer had never, ever, for as long as he could 
remember, had good connotations. If something was going haywire, or working ina 
way that was not originally intended, generally it meant something was broken, and 
he would have to shell out significant cash to get it fixed. 

Reaching underneath the bottom edge of the monitor, he began to flick the 
on/off switch, stopping himself upon realization that it was already in the off posi- 
tion. Undaunted, he flicked the switch back and forth anyway, jumping between on 
and off a few times to no discernable effect. 

Clucking his teeth for a moment, he let out a soft curse before slipping 
out of his chair and crawling into the space underneath his desk. Just about every 
major and ancillary wire for any piece of equipment hooked up to his PC ran behind 
the desk, not to mention the cords to a few appliances nearby, conspiring to create 
a labyrinth of near-identical black power cords running into one of the two power 
strips he had bought. 

Still, the lights on both power strips were off, and as he squinted into the 
darkness, it seemed that neither had been turned off. Still, he flicked the switches a 
few times before leaving them both in the “off” position, craning his head out from 
underneath to glance at his monitor, and let out an exasperated sigh as the monitor 
continued to glow. 

Hunkering himself back down underneath the desk, he searched through the 
morass of cords, tugging at one after another before finally surrendering in exas- 
peration, and removing every single plug from the power strips. For good measure, 
he even unplugged both of the strips from the wall sockets as well. To his dissatis- 
faction, as he emerged, he did so into the same cyan glow that had been emanating 
from his PC screen since he had awakened. 

Sitting back in his chair, he took his head in his hand, glaring at the moni- 





tor occasionally, mulling over what could possibly be causing such a phenomenon. 
Could the monitor still be holding some sort of charge? It seemed impossible for it to 
be holding enough of an electrical charge to apparently power the monitor, and, as 
much as he liked horror movies, the notion of some sort of ghost hiding in his moni- 
tor, of all things, seemed equally infeasible. 

Beginning to settle on the only-slightly-less-absurd notion that some sort of 
power surge had burned the color into his monitor somehow, he flicked the power 
switch on and off again, gazing at the screen, looking for some sort of reaction. In- 
creasingly annoyed, he gave the monitor a frustrated slap, feeling assured that he’d 
have to replace it, and stopping cold. 

The screen rippled. 

Moving his chair closer to the desk, his face inches away from the screen, he 
gaped at the display, bringing his hand to the side once more, and giving it a much 
gentler tap. Once again, it produced ripples, not displayed on the screen but actually 
happening to the screen itself, the glass having somehow turned liquid. 

As if to prove it to himself, he tried it again, and a third time, each hit provid- 
ing the same result, ripples flowing across the screen, as if slapping a pool of water. 
The ripples terminated at the glass’s edge, the plastic casing not apparently behold- 
en to these new rules of physics. 

Matt had never really put much faith in the supernatural. And while he 
understood the Bard’s notion that there were more things in heaven and earth than 
he would understand, he had always put his faith in what was “real” to him, those 
things that were tactile, sensory, or otherwise within the scope of human under- 
standing. None of that philosophy could possibly explain how his monitor had sud- 
denly made the jump from an aging display for thousands upon thousands of pixels, 
to some sort of aqueous substance. 

Placing his hand atop the monitor, he slowly dragged it downwards, across 
the casing and down onto the screen, where his fingers indented slightly. Whatever 
had become of his monitor, it now felt the consistency of honey, cold, clammy and 
foreign. Moreover, there seemed to be an actual depth to it, he could stick in his 
finger and feel it sink inside. 

Could he actually reach the back of his monitor like this? Had all of the 
interior parts turned to this muck? Rolling the sleeve of his t-shirt up to his shoul- 
der, he tentatively flattened his hand, extending it towards the screen and feeling 
it slowly begin to sink in, past his fingertips, past his knuckles, until his entire hand 
had slipped inside. Inch by inch, he persisted, until his wrist and much of his forearm 
were submerged. 

Twisting and turning his hand inside, he found himself stunned at the sheer 
viscosity of the liquid. He could actually feel it squeezing out between his fingers 
when he made a fist, and could feel it slowly peeling off his arm as be began to draw 
his hand out. For a moment, he was convinced that he was simply dreaming it all, 








that the entire encounter had been a product of a tired body and a overactive imagi- 
nation, but something about the sheer, simply vividness of the experience made him 
think otherwise. 

If it was real however, curiosity and bliss turned to something much less 
pleasant in an instant, when he felt a hand seize his wrist. 

Letting out a shriek, Matt began frantically tugging at his arm, shaking and 
pulling at it, trying to disengage himself from whomever or whatever had caught 
a grasp of him. His movements became panicked as terror clouded his vision, fully 
standing up out of his chair and heaving backwards, visions of monster movies 
come-to-life flashing through his head. His resolved doubled as he attempted to get 
his arm blear while he still had an arm to speak of. 

With a massive tug he freed himself, he plummeted backwards to the floor, 
his head hitting the hardwood with a painful crack, shadows dropping in front of his 
eyes. 

Something smelled fantastic. Not “Mom’s homemade cookies” fantastic, 
but some sort of beautiful scent of cinnamon, flowers and spices that managed to 
hang in the air as a gentle hint and never become too oppressive or suffocating. 
Whatever the odor, it was intoxicating, the kind that sat in the memory and left a 
lasting impression. 

It felt like lying in the surf on a Caribbean island, the waves washing up all 
around, licking gently at the sides of the face, the sun’s warm rays heating every- 
thing to the perfect temperature. A breeze would blow in off the ocean, bringing the 
scent with it. The sand underfoot was warm, soft, unblemished and pure, the sound 
of the ocean and seagulls accented by... 

..A morning TV show? 

He could pinpoint the sound of Dayside lead anchor Valerie Booth’s voice 
anywhere, so nasal and annoying did he find it. However, she, and her ridiculous 
morning show had no place on a barely inhabited Caribbean island, and certainly had 
no place in his peaceful requiem. 

The idea to find out where, exactly, her voice was coming from was there, 
but difficult to follow. He would actually have to get up first, actually have to begin 
moving, and the more he thought about the concept, the more daunting of a task it 
seemed. He was, for whatever reason, earthbound. Telling his body to do something 
turned nothing for results. 

The beach began to ebb and fade away as he searched for immediate an- 
swers. Where was he? Was he hurt? Had something gone wrong? Ina moment of 
ridiculous, youthful fear, he wondered if he’d had a stroke. 

Taking, what he hoped was a deep breath, he opted to clear the mental fog 
He would check himself out, go over a mental checklist of basic “am | okay?” scenari- 
os. Everything would be done slowly, and in order. No pressure. 





He curled his toes and twitched his fingers before finally clasping his left 
hand into a fist. His left arm lifted same as always. So did both legs, and both knees 
bent. The same did not seemingly go for his right arm however, which, when called 
upon, felt numb and useless. For a moment again, he wondered if something had 
gone horribly wrong. 

Just open your eyes. 

The sunlight hurt, but it was there, filling his apartment. Out the window, 
the skyline of Grenton was spotted with the gray clouds of a storm past and the blue 
sky that followed it. 

He was in bed. Which was good, except he hadn’t been in bed last night. At 
least, not when he’d fallen down, which would certainly explain why he’d noticed 
that his head hurt. 

The previous night began in shards and scraps that formed themselves into 
actual memories of the night past. Of the walk, of Janet, of the new drawing, of the 
monitor. Perhaps he had dreamt it all. 

His eyes slid around his apartment. The TV was indeed on, tuned to Dayside 
as the entertainment correspondent chuckled over the mystifying growth, shrinkage, 
and growth again of a popular movie star’s oft-speculated about bosom. Just to the 
TV’s right, his alarm clock sat, reading 8:21 AM, smack dab in the middle of Dayside’s 
show. 

If the power had gone off, as he thought he had remembered, at least the 
alarm would be flashing 12:00. But there it was, on time as always. In a short mo- 
ment of silence, he could even make out the reassuring rumble of the refrigerator. 
He began to crane his head to see if the cables he had unplugged last night were still 
out of the socket, but the slightest movement of his head brought on an extra wave 
of pain that meant that any future revelations could wait. 

The gentle cool sensation of the waves returned again to his face, but not 
actually waves this time, now a damp washcloth being applied to his forehead, a 
soothing humming increasing in volume as he lay. 

If called upon to testify, he would’ve sworn that he’d locked his door. But 
the humming, in a distinctly feminine tone of voice was there and was assuredly real, 
meant that someone was here with him, taking care of him. Katherine? It couldn’t 
have been possible, she wouldn’t have known. Perhaps one of his neighbors was 
providing the care...His head lolled to the right side, looking to see who this Good 
Samaritan was. 

It certainly wasn’t one of his neighbors. 

The reason why his arm felt so numb and useless was assuredly because his 
benefactor was sitting on it, and probably had been for some time. Not that he par- 
ticularly minded, upon analysis. For the woman sitting on his arm had what assur- 
edly must’ve been the lushest, plumpest, and most well rounded behind in the world. 
Posteriors like it normally resided in the world of fantasy, but lo and behold, this 





woman’s hips flared out from her waist to a lewd degree, creating a smooth, full-to- 
bursting behind with nary a lump, stretch mark or bit of cellulite to be seen. Simply, 
in its size and shape, it was more perfect than many of the breasts he had seen, be 
they real, fake or imagined. 

What surprised him most was that her buttocks were, for all he could tell, 
bare, save for a streak of what seemed to be some sort of paint that ran from the 
small of her back directly into the cleft of her behind. His eyes traveled upwards, tak- 
ing in the flawless quality of her slightly dusky skin. The paint, or perhaps some sort 
of tattoo, had been drawn in sparsely applied stripes across her skin, going all the 
way up her smooth back to her shoulders, along her arms and down what he could 
see of her hips, her calves hanging off the edge of the bed. From what he could see, 
the paint served only two purposes, to look exotic, and to hide private areas. 

Whatever it did try to hide, it didn’t leave much else to the imagination. She 
wore not a stitch of clothing, and as her torso turned slightly, she displayed a quite 
impressive pair of breasts. Although certainly not as large as some of the women 
he’d seen on various websites, and nowhere near the women he drew, from an 
aesthetic standpoint, hers were as perfect as he could imagine two breasts being. 
Starting out low on her chest, they quickly swelled outwards, providing an astonish- 
ing dichotomy between them, her slim stomach and waistline, and the sudden curve 
of her hips. For whatever reason, he couldn’t make out her nipples, hidden under 
the paint as they were, but every other detail of her bosom was laid out plain. They 
seemed to be the apex of how the bosom could grow, perfectly in proportion to her 
stunning body, large for her frame and yet, perfectly suited to her. 

Moreover, as she turned towards him, a gentle undulation rippled through them, 
highlighting their almost inhuman qualities. Supple, firm, the size of oversize canta- 
loupes, and yet they seemed perfectly pliable, thrusting forward from her chest with 
a pride that would inspire envy from almost anyone who looked upon them. 

“Oh, you’re finally awake.” The woman’s voice was melodic without being sing-song, 
pretty and authoritative at the same time. A face moved over his, two generous lips 
pressing themselves to his cheek gently. “Sorry for scaring you.” 

Scaring him? Who the hell was this woman? As she pulled away and he looked up 
at her, his breath slowed. She had such pretty eyes, a deep hazel color that looked 

as iridescent as the colors of a rainbow. Her face was an assortment of perfect, soft 
curves, from the gentle arc of her jaw to the smooth curvature of the full lips that 
had pressed themselves to his cheek, and the pert little nose that centered her face, 
all framed by a shock of ebon hair. Slung over her shoulder, it had to have draped all 
the way down to her behind. She could be cute an innocent in one moment, sultry 
and carnal in the next. 

But her eyes. They were so deep, so penetrating and yet she was looking at him with 
this graceful kindness, an almost subservience. As much of a stranger as she was, 
(and just about everything about her was unorthodox somehow) she still seemed 





familiar somehow. 
What had she meant about scaring him? She couldn’t have been there last night, 
could she? Had she come in during the night, perhaps a new neighbor he didn’t 
know about? And where would a woman get an outfit quite like hers anyway? 
“Feeling any better?” She asked, smiling. 
“You’re on my arm.” He continued studying her. What in the hell did this woman 
want? Was he stuck in some sort of remake of Misery? 
“Oh, I’m sorry!” She said quickly, moving her bottom of his arm, allowing 
him to give it a flex. On the upside, he did seem to be 
in complete, working order. 
“No worries.” He grunted, sitting up further, 
shaking his arm to work away the sensation 
of pins and needles that had settled inside 
of it. He spent another long moment 
examining her before speaking again. 
“Not to be cruel or anything, | mean 
| really do appreciate the help 
but... just who the hell are you? | 
mean, you don’t exactly look...” 
He stopped short, finally clearing 
his thoughts. “...Jesus, you look like 
Taiosi!” 
She raised an eyebrow, regarding him 
curiously. “Because | am.” 
Matt gaped. Either he was dreaming, or 
an exceptionally mentally unstable person 
had just waltzed into his apartment An 
exceptionally unstable person with a pair of 
exceptional breasts and a body to kill for. 

“Nooo...” He began slowly. “...Taiosi, you see, is a program. 
On my computer.” He pointed to the machine, which looked entirely normal, as op- 
posed to the night before. 

“Yes, | was a program on your computer. Now I’m here.” 

“That’s impossible. Programs don’t just ‘come alive’ all of a sudden.” He felt 
himself inching slightly away from her. 

“Well, I’m not sure how it happened exactly. All I remember is looking up, 
and all of a sudden your hand was there in front of me. When | grabbed your hand, 
| must’ve scared you, because when | pulled myself out, you were unconscious on 
the floor.” She spoke all of this in a dull, matter-of-fact manner, as if it were entirely 
normal for lines of code to suddenly decide to enter the flesh and blood world. 

He put his hands on his head, staring at his lap, trying to comprehend just 
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what was going on. “l... | must still be dreaming.” 

She smiled. “Do you knock yourself out in all your dreams?” 

It was beyond unlikely. But for as ludicrous as it seemed, she did look exactly 
like Taioisi, she was dressed (so to speak) like Taiosi, she had Taiosi’s voice. If she was 
insane, she was a fantastic actress. 

“N...no way.” He scratched his head, thinking for a moment. “No, Taiosi 
would’ve had access to some of my files. If you’re Taiosi, then who...” 

“Your name is Matthew Griffiths.” She interrupted, pushing a loose strand 
of hair from her face. “You installed me on your computer four months ago. You 
have three active e-mail accounts, only two of which you really use. You’ve got a 
music collection of about 6500 files, and occasionally play games. Most of the time 
you spend on your computer you spend on the internet, particularly on one website 
that’s registered in your name.” 

Matt stared at her, open-mouthed. 

“What, you think I just sat around idle all that time? | notice things.” She 
smiled, nudging him. “I wasn’t just some useless program there to titillate you. | 
could actually do stuff, remember?” 

He looked from her, to his computer, to his lap, and then to her again. Un- 
less this was a particularly vivid dream, and the dull throbbing pain in the back of his 
skull was insisting otherwise, something absolutely extraordinary had happened. 

“I... |Lmust’ve hit my head harder than | thought. | have to be hallucinating, 
or having some sort of reaction. This just isn’t possible.” 

Reaching over, she pinched his arm gently. “If I’m a hallucination, it’s news 
to me.” 

Swiveling his legs, he pushed himself out of bed, looking at her once last 
time before rubbing his eyes with thumb and index finger. Shaking his head again 
as the pain began to ebb; he glanced at her again, her face forming itself into a warm 
smile. Taking the remote to the TV off the bed, she turned down the volume some, 
standing up with him, her hands clasped at her waist. 

“Like I said...” There actually seemed to be the slightest hint of nerves in her 
voice. Fleeting, but there. “Sorry about scaring you.” 

“No... no problem.” He said, turning to his alarm clock. It wasn’t flashing 
12:00, it didn’t look interrupted in the slightest. The time was 8:39 AM according to 
it, which synced up perfectly with the time the ticker on Dayside was reading. Maybe 
she’d reset it? 

Walking over to his PC, he tapped the monitor’s glass, which let out a reas- 
suring plink. 

“Is there... anything | can do?” He heard from behind him. 

“No... no, | just need some water.” He said, ambling into the kitchen. Grab- 
bing a cup from the cabinet, he filled it from the tap, taking a long, grateful drink 
before pressing the cool glass to his forehead. He’d had quite a bit of time to take 





stock of things, and still felt like he needed a while longer to really come to terms 
with what had apparently just happened. 

Refilling his glass, he walked back into the living/bedroom, swiveling his PC 
chair and taking a seat. As ridiculously implausible as it seemed, she almost had to 
be Taiosi. Everything fit, from her looks, to her voice, even her mannerisms were the 
same, as even now she stood as if waiting for his approval, fidgeting with her hands, 
just like she had the very first time he’d started her program. For an uncomfortable 
moment, they sat in silence. 

“So this is your place, huh?” She finally said, placing hands on hips, nodding 
appreciatively. “This is what your world looks like. It’s nice.” 

“It’s what gets me by.” He leaned forward. He was doing his well best to 
keep his eyes in gentlemanly places, but her body was just indescribable. Every curve 
accented another, every turn, every swell, every inch of flesh seemed put in place for 
a specific reason, to create an even more spectacular whole. It was like she had been 
created, piece by piece by engineers and artisans, who had sat and fine-tuned every 
part of her to erotic perfection. 

Moreover, on further inspection, he’d wildly underrated her bosom. Now 
that she was standing up, it seemed even more impressive, a pair of breasts that de- 
fied nature, which no implant in the world could ever begin to approximate. Despite 
what surely must’ve been a luscious nipple being covered by the paint that swathed 
over her body, they lost nothing in their presentation, thrusting forward from her 
chest with what he would describe as almost arrogance, in the knowledge that they 
were the only breasts in the world that managed to be this large, this lush, this firm, 
and yet still bounce, jiggle and bob. 

“So, let me get this straight.” He hesitated fora moment. “You came out of 
my PC last night. As in, you, a fully grown, flesh and blood woman, who as of yester- 
day was a program on my computer, came out, and now are here. In the real world.” 
She simply nodded. 

“But... but why?” He sputtered. “I mean, what are you going to do? Why are you 
here then?” 

She gave him that same effervescent smile, shrugging. “I did it because | 
wanted to. Now that I’m here, it’s the same as before. I’m yours.” 

“You're mine? What, like a slave or something?” 

“Well, | hope you’d treat me better than that.” Unclasping her hands, she 
ran them through her hair, bunching it up above her head before letting it fall back 
down, giving him a sly smile. “I’m here because | want to be here. With you. Of 
course, | have some needs as well.” 

He thought he could hear the sound of the other shoe dropping. “Needs? 
Like what?” 

“Food, I think.” She chuckled, patting her stomach. “And all those other 
things people need, | guess, I’m only really familiar with the basics. But l’d like to stay 





with you if | can.” 

“With me? I’d have assumed you’d want to experience the world, if this is 
the first time you’ve ever seen it.” 

“It is, but l’d want to do it with you.” She began to saunter over, her hips 
swaying from side to side in a titillating display. He felt his throat begin to go dry as 
she approached him. “I did say that | was yours.” 

She was standing right in front of him now, his eyes level with her sizeable 
bosom, rising and falling with each breath she took. He’d always felt incredibly silly 
for even wondering as to how the breasts of a hand-drawn character might feel if 
she was real. He hadn’t ever thought he might be the first person to find out. 

“Remember what would happen when you clicked me...” She her hand 
slipped downwards, towards her groin, until it stopped just above where the paint 
must’ve covered her pussy. “Right here.” 

It took him a long moment to bring his eyes upwards. “You’d mention some- 
thing about that being ‘a little forward’. But that’s just what you were programmed 
to say.” 

“Well, try it now and see what happens.” 

Sure it was against his better judgment, he obeyed anyway, extending his 
hand and pressing his palm gently where she indicated. 

Letting out a murmuring groan of satisfaction, she slowly draped herself 
over him, her thighs going over his as she straddled him in his chair, crushing her 
breasts to his chest, and slowly beginning to grind her hips against his. Taking his 
head in her hands, she pressed her lips against his in a kiss that smoldered before 
erupting in its full urgency, her tongue searching his mouth. 

He tensed as her lips touched his, almost starting to push her away. How- 
ever, as her hands continued to gently caress his face, her warm breath tickling the 
bridge of his nose, he allowed himself to relax. After a few moments of stunned 
bliss, he finally pulled his lips away from hers, taking in a gasp of air. For any trepida- 
tion he might have had, there were some things he couldn't hide, like the fact that 
the sensation of her tit flesh piled against him was absolutely rapturous, or the rag- 
ing hard-on in his pants. 

Resting her fingertips on his chest, she canted her head to one side as he 
pulled away from her. “Was that... too forward?” 

“No, not at all.” He smiled weakly. Her lips were so full, so soft, he could’ve 
kissed her until his were raw. “Just... unexpected.” 

“Well...” She smiled a little bashfully. It still stunned him that she was so 
real, and was so very much the complete image of the small program he’d put on his 
computer for kicks. Aggressive and sexy, and yet kind, accommodating and wanting 
to please. “...l just want to show you what | mean.” 

She rubbed her hips against the object poking into her thigh. “Now, | didn’t 
just say you were being forward whenever you clicked me. There were other things 
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too. 

Matt nodded. It was becoming increasingly hard to concentrate on the 
conversation. All he could think of was seeing her naked, unveiling her bosom, bend- 
ing her over his sink and plunging himself into her until his knees gave out. Still, he 
shook his head. 

“No... there was a ‘performance’ you'd give...” 

She tossed her head back, laughing. “’Performance’? l’d go totally nude and 
dance!” 

“Well, in my defense, it didn’t take very much to get you naked.” He said 
with a small smile. 

Pursing her lips, she gave him a mock-angry look before laughing again, 
pressing herself to his chest once more, wrapping her arms around his neck. “I think 
I’m going to enjoy being with you.” 

Slowly wrapping his arms around her waist, Matt marveled as she gave 
out a quiet sigh and rested her head on his shoulder. The inescapable reality of this 
sequence of events was still unbelievable. However, he was far past complaining 
anymore. This creature in his arms was her own woman, and could and would make 
her own decisions, and he wasn’t going to argue with anything she wanted. Feel 
awkward about it, sure, but not argue. 

After a few minutes, he glanced at his watch. He was off from work this day 
(although still on-call in case of an emergency), but still had errands to run. And with 
the clock ticking towards 8:45 AM, he still had errands to run, like an appointment 
with Chris Widegrin, the director of Galapagos Art Space, one of the smaller, more 
flexible art houses in Grenton. They actively solicited art shows from smaller; local 
artists in their relatively tiny space (the entire gallery fit inside on the first floor of a 
two story building, inside a three-room converted apartment space) and he’d wanted 
to get his name out there. Albeit, the artwork he’d be showing Chris Widegren, the 
director, was significantly different than the stuff he made money off of on the inter- 
net. 

Still, she was incredibly hard to ignore, forget, or resist. He made the effort, 
nevertheless. 

“Um...” He shifted slightly underneath her, mostly to move her intimate 
parts away from hers and reduce the clouding of his thoughts. “...I’ve... I’ve got to get 
up.” 

“Oh!” She exclaimed, quickly pushing herself off him. “I’m sorry, | didn’t 
mean...” 

“No, no worries.” He smiled, standing up, adjusting his pants slightly as to 
hide his raging hard-on. “I just do have some things to do this morning, is all.” 

“Like what?” 

“Oh, just see this guy, do some other stuff, basic boring crap.” His eyes 
dragged over her again once more as he stood up. It was if almost every sexual 





fantasy he’d ever had was poured into a mold and made real. He felt like she could 
bring him to climax without even trying. “I’m... I’m going to go take a quick shower.” 
He’d never taken a cold shower before, but now it seemed entirely appropri- 
ate to do so, to allow him to get his thoughts under control. When she’d pressed up 
against him, he’d felt every inch of her bosom squashed into his chest, her breasts 
full and supple, gently compressing into his chest and yet still resisting, that same 
soft, erotic feeling that he’d loved most about Janet’s breasts. Being with Janet had 
caused him to wildly underrate other women’s bosoms, due to Janet’s immense 
bounty. Taiosi was, by most people’s standards, huge. Her breasts 
were the dominating feature of the upper-half 
of her torso, melon-sized and 
taken with the same creamy 
complexion as the rest of her 
body, jutting out proud and 
firm. While certainly smaller 
than the ones he’d had 
“hacked” onto her form, 
he found them mouth- 
watering all the same. If it 
wasn’t for the exception- 
ally cold water, his mind 
would’ve been entirely 
gone. 







Emerging from 
the tiny bathroom, he 
caught her sitting at his desk, 
a number of pieces of paper 
sitting on his desk. For a moment 
he wondered before catching a 
view of the scrawling on the paper. 
She was looking at his drawings, a bemused look on her face. 

Feeling his breath catch in his throat, he stopped, leaving the towel draped 
over his head, looking on. He hadn’t shared those pictures with anyone else but 
Brendan for a reason, because he didn’t trust anyone else to look at them and have 
even the smallest understanding of why he did what he did. Albeit, there wasn’t 
anything to really understand, that was simply what he liked. 

As she switched to another picture he’d based off a woman he’d seen at the 
DMV one day, wearing a barely decent fishnet shirt and bra underneath a leather 
jacket and absolutely titanic breasts that obscured her body all the way down to her 
hips, she finally seemed to notice him behind her. Turning, she smiled and held up 
the picture. 





“This is really, really good. | didn’t know you drew.” 

“I thought you would’ve, you knew all the stuff I was doing before.” 

“I can infer stuff from what programs you’re running, and you never drew 
anything on the computer, at least not when | was around.” She held up another 
picture, this one featuring a woman looking like she was preparing for bed, hair in 
pigtails, toothbrush in mouth, dribbles of water and foam falling into the chasm of 
her cleavage. “This is really, really good. | mean it.” 

“Well... thanks. | don’t show that stuff to a lot of people.” He began walking 
to his dressed, a little relieved. 

“Why not? It’s great. | mean, from what | can see, you’re a fantastic artist. 
Some of these women almost seem real.” 

He chuckled. “Well, surely you’ve noticed there’s something ‘different’ 
about all those women.” 

“Well, it is kind of hard to miss. | mean, almost all of them are looking off- 
center.” 

He began to agree before furrowing his brow, turning to gaze at her witha 
look of disbelief. She was, however, grinning from ear to ear. 

“You're joking.” 

“Of course. It’s kind of hard to notice anything other than the breasts you’ve 
given them.” 

Matt felt his face fall a little at her words. They didn’t sound particularly 
supportive. Pulling on underwear (underneath the relative decency provided by the 
towel around his waist) and then pants, he wandered over, looking over some of the 
stack of drawings she’d pulled out. There had to be over 100 of them there now, a 
testament to what kind of muse he’d found. Leaning over, he picked up the finished 
one from the evening before. 

“Well... it’s just my thing, is all. | mean...” He fished into the pile, pulling 
out a drawing of a female spacecraft pilot. Unlike so many others, this woman was 
entirely normally proportioned. “...1 can draw normal people.” 

“Hey, | never said | didn’t like it.” She flashed a knowing smirk, her hands 
cupping her bosom. “Anyway, it’s not like | didn’t notice what you did to me.” 

“Huh...” He chuckled, scratching at the stubble beginning on the sides of his 
face. “You noticed that, huh?’ 

“Well, you changed one particular part about my program, so it was kind of 
hard not to.” She paused. ”Anyway, | think it’s kind of cute.” 

“You do?” 

“Well, | mean, you’ve managed to make them all look so attractive with 
one part of their body so much larger than the others nevertheless. | mean, if | had 
breasts that size...” 

He’d been watching her flip through pictures over her shoulder, surrepti- 
tiously taking in her beauty when her bosom, the focus of much of his attention, 





suddenly quivered and expanded outwards. Like someone taking a deep breath and 
blowing into a balloon, in barely a second she’d doubled in size and was still increas- 
ing. 

He stood behind her, slack jawed. Her breasted continued swelling, push- 
ing forwards and outwards, now seeming to openly defy the laws of physics in their 
majesty. Tit flesh suddenly bounded into existence, her skin, taut and smooth as 
ever, never betrayed the slightest blemish over the now-vast expanse they covered. 
Within a few seconds, they had expanded to the point that their bottoms were 
touching her hips, the growth coming to a slow, jiggling stop. 

She looked up, smiling at his bewildered expression. “I said, Td look kinda 
funny with tits like that, don’t you think?” 

Managing to get his mouth closed, he began to try and put together and an- 
swer but found his voice gone. She was absolutely immense, with a bosom of such 
corpulent size that their mass actually touched the keyboard on the desk in front of 
him, compressed slightly against the wood. He felt the hard-on that the cold water 
had washed away suddenly surge to life. She’d somehow managed to almost triple 
the size of her bosom, replacing already firm, proud breasts with two gargantuan 
orbs that were easily the rival of anyone else on the planet. 

“You like?” She asked, cupping her hands underneath her swollen bounty, 
beginning to knead and massage their girth. 

He could feel himself at wits end. It was bad enough before when she was 
just drop-dead gorgeous, but now, looking like this, she was his ultimate fantasy. 
He’d had dreams about women who looked like this, and always assumed that it 
would remain just that, a dream, a fantasy, something he’d never truly experience. 
But looking down on the gigantic mounds that pushed forth from her chest, things 
took on a much different reality. 

Reaching a hand down, he placed it on the broad flank of her bosom. The 
skin felt warm to the touch, and she shivered slightly in response, never stopping her 
continual manipulation of her bosom, actually increasing in fervency as she purred. 

She smiled. “Naugh-ty.”. 

With those words, he watched as she put her fingers to the edges of where 
the paint-like overlay covered her bosom and gave the slightest flick, the substance 
falling away like cloth, exposing her fully to him from the waist up. 

The massive breasts were capped off with gorgeous, large, almond brown 
aureole, with nipples at the center that suddenly seemed to jut out, begging to be 
played with. He could hear her purring slowly increasing in volume as she continued 
playing with her now massive breasts, her eyes seeming to beckon him on. 

“Jesus.” He murmured, looking over her form once more. 

Without warning, her hand slipped into the front of his pants, down below 
the waistline of his jeans, searching for his erection before finding it and giving it a 
pleasant squeeze. 





“Y’know what I’ve wanted to do since | got here?” She asked, with a chuckle. 

He gaped. Twelve hours ago he was having a reasonably quiet evening. 
Now he was standing in front of the woman of his dreams, a woman who had come 
out of his PC, a woman who had just seemingly willed her breasts to change from al- 
ready large mounds to twin zeppelins that were the dominating characteristic of her 
features. There were precious few women in the world with a bosom larger, and of 
those, surely none managed the aesthetic appeal, the seemingly impossible perfec- 
tion of Taiosi’s. 

She stood up from her place, her hand still firmly wedged in his pants, now 
grasping at his cock, her other hand deftly moving to the button of his jeans, quickly 
undoing it. For as wonderful as the overall package was, he couldn’t help but focus 
on her tits, which now wobbled and collided with each other as she removed his 
pants. 

As she undid the zipper, his pants fell, pooling at his ankles, revealing his 
jockey shorts, his erection straining at the material. Within moments, those were 
removed as well, her hands sliding them to his knees before she leaned forward 
into him, rock-hard nipples digging heavily into his chest. He gasped as her hands 
encircled his cock, jerking insistently. It was all so much to take in, and yet, with her 
enormous bosom pressed into his chest... 

Her hands released his erection suddenly, her arms circling his waist as she 
drew him forwards, crushing her bosom into him even further, her breasts squashing 
outwards so much that, as he tried to wrap his arms about her waist, he could ever 
so gently touch their outsides. Her hand slowly crawled up his spine before caressing 
the back of his head, bringing his mouth down to hers for another enveloping kiss, 
her tongue searching his mouth with desperate earnest now, her mouth grinding 
against his. Their embrace seemed to go on and on, every moment spent in it erod- 
ing whatever few reservations he could have possibly had. If this was a dream, if she 
was a hallucination, he would enjoy it. 

Her rump seemed to fit perfectly into the palms of his hands and overflow it 
at the same time, her bottom the same taut firmness as her bosom, which she was 
now grinding into his chest in a wanton dance. Pulling her groin against his, he felt 
his cock tickle against the small patch of hair just above her sex, and he marveled 
silently at the heat he could already feel emanating from her. 

Finally, she pulled away from him, her teeth nibbling at his lower lip as she 
did so, her tongue trailing out of his mouth until she trailed it along the curve of 
his chin. Teeth nibbled the sensitive skin in the crook of his neck before she finally 
rested her head on his shoulder, breathing heavily against his ear. 

“So...” She said throatily after a slight pause. “...are you going to fuck me, or 
am | going to have to fuck you?” 

Erections were an everyday part of Matt’s life, he was used to that. He’d 
been dealing with his own for years now, and understood all the many little things 





that seemed to spring it to life. He also understood its sudden ability to spring to life 
at inopportune moments, like when he and Katherine had been called to a strip club 
to aid a particularly buxom dancer who had OD’ed on some cocktail of narcotics. Not 
that that woman, reported in the program he’d swiped as a healthy 36FF had any- 
thing on Taiosi at the moment. 

But here, now, his cock was straining in a manner he’d never experienced 
before. He’d never felt more aroused, more on-edge, and he couldn’t remember his 
dick ever being harder. It seemed that an iron rod had been suddenly implanted in 
his cock, its head poking into Taiosi’s stomach. When she’d spoken into his ear, he 
could feel it jerk slightly. 

He’d only been in the haze of pheromones and lust for a moment, but that 
moment apparently was far, far too long for his company, Taiosi’s hands moving 
to his chest and pushing him away from her. Once gently to create space between 
them (although not nearly enough to create clearance for her gargantuan bosom, 
which seemed to easily jut a full foot out from her chest) and then again to catch his 
legs against the edge of his bed, sending him falling back onto the sheets. 

He gazed up at the vision standing above him, her hand teasing her hair 
gently, holding it up above her hair for a moment before allowing it to cascade down 
around her face, her eyes smoldering as she gazed at him. Her hands slowly slid up 
her sides, stunningly encountering the bulk of her breasts halfway up her stomach, 
running along their sides before gently squeezing their mass together, smiling as 
they distorted and gently letting go, her bounty reforming, bouncing and jiggling 
back into glory. 

With one two small steps she was at the bed, quickly climbing upon it and 
crawling on all fours towards his face, her bosom dragging along his body from his 
hips, up to his chest. As her face reached his, she smiled, her hands going to his 
chest, fingertips pressing lightly against him, then more insistently as she braced 
herself against him, moving from her knees to her feet, squatting over him. Again, 
her breasts were squished together, two nipples staring him hard in the face as she 
began to settle the heat of her pussy over his cock. 

Needing no further invitation, Matt sat up, burying his head for a moment 
in the vast canyon of her cleavage before pulling away, gently kissing his way from 
the deepest reaches of the crevice between her breasts to one engorged, fat nipple, 
circling the aureole with his tongue before valiantly attempting to suck as much of 
the nipple and areola into his mouth as possible. He could feel her hands on his back 
as he suckled, gently teasing and caressing at first, then growing most insistent and 
painful, her nails beginning to dig into the skin of his back as his continued his oral 
ministrations. From above, a stream of platitudes soon turned vulgar, eventually 
finishing their metamorphosis into a series of squeaks and moans of pleasure as she 
began to mash his face into her breast. 

Looking up for a moment as he switched to the other breast, he caught a 





glance at Taiosi’s face, now flush and wrenched in a look of concentration, her mouth 
slack, taking in ragged breaths. It was hard enough already to handle one of her 
breasts (it took two hands just to handle one, with significant overflow), his with her 
chest rising and falling at an increasing pace, Matt found himself nibbling and licking 
whatever flesh was in front of his face. Thankfully, it was, for the most part, Taiosi’s 
bosom. 

Suddenly, her arms wrapped around his head, pushing him so far into her 
bosom that breathing became nearly impossible, a small squeak coming out of her 
throat as she shuddered violently, seized, and shuddered again. By the time she’d 
finished riding the waves of her orgasm; Matt was noticing that he was becoming 
dangerously low on air, struggling for a moment to free himself, turning his head 
away from her bosom and inhaling with a gasp. 

Letting himself fall back on the bed, his hands on the inch-perfect curve 
of her hips, he watched as her eyes gazed up at him, half-lidded, her breath slowly 
returning to her. Somewhere along the line, she’d adjusted her hips, and her pussy 
now sat barely an inch above his manhood, inching closer with every passing mo- 
ment. Even from on his back he could see her swollen labia, glistening wet as she 
repositioned her hands on his chest, her breath coming evenly now, as she prepared 
herself. For a moment, she glanced at him, and smiled, before sinking herself down 
upon his cock. 

Matt’s breath caught as she suddenly enveloped him. Her pussy seemed 
as if it had been molded around his cock, there seemed to be not a single millimeter 
of extra space for him to work with, and yet, she was so incredibly wet and ready, it 
seemed he could slip in and out of her at a moment’s notice. 

Her face was wrenched in pleasure, her bottom lip caught firmly between 
her teeth as a muffled scream bubbled up from her throat and died in her closed 
mouth. She began whimpering, gently rocking her hips back and forth on his erec- 
tion before stifling another scream, her body shuddering once more, her fingernails 
digging into his chest as she reeled from another orgasm. With every shudder that 
went through her body, the reverberations echoed through her bustline, creating 
a stimulating display that, with the incredible sensation of her pussy around him, 
threatened to push him over the edge. 

“Oh god...” He managed, feeling the familiar sensation announcing the on- 
coming orgasm. 

“NO!” She cried suddenly, her hands again digging into his chest. 

Matt gasped, stunned. As suddenly as the feeling had become, he felt it 
rescind away into nothingness, his cock still hard as oak, but the sensation of an 
impending explosion suddenly gone. 

“Not yet.” She groaned, finally settling herself fully upon him. Gently, she 
began to move her hips up and down ever so slightly, creating waves of sensation 
through their bodies. “Just don’t cum yet. Cum with me.” 





She seemed to be imploring him, begging him to work with her as the 
strokes of her hips began to slowly increase in size, an eighth, a fifth, a quarter of his 
dick now reappearing and then sliding back into her cunt. 

As her bounces upon him increased in their scope, so did the amount of 
bouncing evident in her bosom. By the time a full half of his dick was sliding in and 
out of her, her bosom had begun bouncing wildly, out of control, seemingly keep- 
ing a chaotic rhythm as her body rode him for all he was worth. They would snap up 
and down, completely out of sync with her trunk before one wobbling mass of flesh 
would smash into the other, sending it caroming off to one side and into a wholly dif- 
ferent cadence. Their galloping pace sent them all over her chest until, burying him 
deep inside of her, she captured one with her hands. 

Smiling slyly, she fumbled with the massive udder until she’d managed to 
get the oversize nipple to her lips, beginning to suckle gently, her hips beginning to 
pick up their pace again. Her movements upon him now had none of the recalci- 
trance she’d shown earlier. She moved in quick, controlled spurts, her hips pulling 
her pussy up along the length of his shaft until just the very lips of her pussy still held 
the head of his cock inside her before sucking him back inside of her warmth. Within 
moments, she’d picked up a significant pace, her breast wobbling out of her mouth 
and back into its same uncontrollable gait. 

For amoment, Matt wondered about the moans of increasing pitch and 
volume that escaped from Taiosi’s mouth as they coupled, but upon seizing one of 
her breasts and suckling once more, all concerns went out of his head. All he could 
feel was the buffeting of her breast against his head, the feel of the firm gland in 
his hands, his tongue working over the sensitive skin of her nipple, her moans and, 
increasingly, screams ringing in his ears. 

For what seemed like ages, she rode him at a delirious speed, her hips pump- 
ing up and down along his shaft, her cunt so wet that it actually made soft suck- 
ing noises as they smashed together. The way she threw herself against him was 
astounding, as if she was trying to fuse their bodies together. Every few minutes, she 
would stop her incredible pace to grind herself against him, pressing his cock as deep 
inside of her as she could, managing to capture and suckle upon one of her breasts 
again when she wasn’t in mid-orgasm. 

For his part, Matt was amazed at what sex with this woman was like. He’d 
certainly gone longer than he could ever imagine, feeling her full, rounded ass slap 
against his hips time after time again until everything seemed to blend into one long 
moment of bliss. He’d never seen, much less known a woman to fuck with as much 
energy, as much passion as Taiosi did, or to derive as much pleasure from it as Taiosi 
seemed capable, but she kept on rolling along, as if the moment she stopped her life 
would end. 

Suddenly, she froze atop him, burying his cock deep inside of her, quickly 
leaning forwards to envelop him with her mammoth bosom, the sharp points of her 





incredibly stiff nipples pressing into his skin as she buried her mouth in the corner of 
his neck, going into what he could only describe as convulsions. 

Her hips migrated and threw themselves against him wildly as she let loose 
with a throat-tearing scream that was barely muffled against his skin. The incred- 
ible tightness of her pussy suddenly seemed to become almost crushing upon him, 
his cock being thrown around inside of her with her thrashing hips until he felt his 
climax explode from within him. 

All of his body seemed to go numb save for his erection, which amazingly 
stiffened further before blasting a load of his cum inside of her once, then again and 
again, his hips bucking off the bed towards hers as rockets of semen flew out of him 
and into her. The world itself seemed to melt away for a few glorious moments until 
the feeling finally subsided. 

They lay together for a moment, his fading erection still deep inside of her, 
neither daring to move, not wanting to spoil the reality of what had just transpired. 
Together, they waited for their breathing to stabilize again, and, after five minutes, 
she finally dragged herself off him, lying next to him on the bed, half-lidded eyes 
looking up at him, her hand weakly playing over his chest. 

“That’s what | wanted to do.’ She smiled. 

“Feel free to do that whenever you want.” 

“Iwill.” She chuckled, her hand dropping lower to his flagging erection, gen- 
tly teasing it. “Did you enjoy yourself?” 

Matt turned his head to look at the vision lying in bed next to him. She was 
such a vision of pure Eros, every part of her exactly how he would’ve dreamed it on 
a woman. Moreover, as always, her gigantic bosom dominated any view of her, the 
two incredibly oversize watermelons of her breasts partially laying one atop the 
other. For amoment, she pushed them about, trying to get one to lay atop the other, 
with little success. He felt like, even now, barely minutes removed from an utterly 
incredible orgasm, she could have him just as hard again within moments, moving 
himself to another explosion. 

“I...” He began, before thinking better of it, rolling over to press his lips 
against her fat, full lips. He could feel himself beginning to stir to life again. 

Letting out a satisfied purr, Taiosi sat up, spreading her legs gently and 
dipping a hand into her warmth, gasping slightly as two fingers played inside of her 
before removing themselves, coated in their mingled juices. She brought the fingers 
to her mouth, sucking them clean before repeating the process, smearing the liquid 
over her nipples, still as hard as ever. He managed to tear himself away from her 
show for just a moment to glance at the clock. 

9:45 AM. 

His meeting with Chris Widegrin was at 10:30 AM. 

He blanched, feeling the piercing thrust of reality cut through the haze of 
sex that surrounded them and remind him of his obligations. 








He sat up suddenly, glancing over once more at Taiosi, who had a slightly 
concerned look on her face. She was, however, still toying with her breasts. He had 
to focus if he was going to get out the door, and watching her looking twice as sexy 
as any woman he’d ever seen wasn’t going to help. He gulped, pushing himself off 
the bed. 

“Is... is something wrong?” He could hear the note of concern in her voice. 

“No, no, not at all. | mean, that was great and all...” He said, keeping his 
back turned to her. Even without looking at her, he had a perfect picture of her in his 
mind, which wasn’t helping in the slightest. “I just totally forgot that | have obliga- 
tions today. Chores and all.” 

He spoke quickly, grabbing his underwear and pants off the floor, stepping 
into both and smoothing out the wrinkles in his t-shirt. He’d managed to do all of 
this with a resurgent erection that was demanding attention, but, with his back to 
her, he could stay focused on the task at hand. At least, he had been until he felt 
those cylinders of titflesh press into his back, her arms touching his from behind. 

“Can I come with you?” Her voice asked calmly. “I'd like to... explore some.” 

Matt felt like he could sense every inch of her body against him already, even 
with just her mammoth bosom pressing into his back. For a moment, he thought of 
turning around, slathering her breasts with kisses, nips, and languid strokes of his 
tongue before laying her back on the bed, spreading her legs and pummeling her 
cunt until he passed out of exhaustion. As the vision become more vivid, he had to 
force himself to stop and focus on the task at hand. 

Slowly turning about, making sure to step away so her bosom would no lon- 
ger touch him, he looked back on her, and felt his heart skip a beat again. Just look- 
ing at her tits now seemed to be discovering them anew. She still looked flushed, 

a light pattern of reddened skin spreading over her bosom, down to nipples that 
seemed to be absolutely straining for attention. He couldn’t possibly take her out 
like this. She’d cause the kind of commotion only The Rapture would exceed. 

“Listen... if you’re going to go out...” He began slowly. She looked so incred- 
ible; he was having a hard time focusing on anything. “...if you’re going to come with 
me... you’ve got to do something about... yourself.” 

She cocked her head to one side, raising an eyebrow. “What do you mean?” 

He sighed, tilting his head towards the ceiling. “Listen, I think you’re gor- 
geous. Most people would think you’re gorgeous. But I’m trying really hard not to 
cause traffic accidents when | go out... and you’re going to do that.” 

She looked at him, still confused. “So what’s wrong?” 

He sighed. “You look good. Ridiculously good.” 

“So what. Is. Wrong?” 

He sighed, exasperated. At least the frustration was taking away from 
how god-damned horny she made him. He stole another glance at her gargantuan 
bosom, although, from everything he’d learned about her already, she wouldn’t have 





cared if all he did was stare. 

“It’s just that...” He glanced at the clock again, which stated that time was 
avowedly of the essence. “Okay, listen, you need clothes, at the very least, or you'll 
get arrested. And as much as | like them, your tits are enormous. | have an interview 
really, really soon and if | want to get it, showing up with a woman with your particu- 
lar proportions may not work for me.” 

“Oooooohhhhh.” She said, tilting her head back slightly. “Oh | get it now. 
So what would you like me to do with my tits?” 

As she spoke, he watched as they morphed, changing from their watermel- 
on-like shape to a ridiculously round, firm one that made it look like she’d had beach 
balls implanted in her skin. 

“A different shape maybe? A different size?” She glanced down at them as 
the beachballs began to swell in size again. Matt felt his mouth go bone-dry. 

“No!” He called out, a little too loudly. “No, | mean, not bigger. Smaller... 
smaller is fine. Smaller won’t stop traffic.” 

A low chuckle came from the back of her throat, as she wrapped her arms 
around the sides of her gargantuan bosom, squeezing together the abundant flesh. 
“And you’re sure you wouldn’t like to just stay in bed and fuck me instead?” 

He felt himself strain inside of his pants. 

“While that would be nice...” he managed. “...this is really important to me, 
and I'd just like to get it done.” 

“Oh, well, if it’s actually important to you.” She said. As she spoke, her 
breasts suddenly began to shrink, almost like a balloon deflating, diminishing in 
size, going from the huge mounds she’d held above him earlier to two still sizeable, 
but entirely realistic endowments. She wasn’t anything close to flat-busted, the 
teardrop-sized bosoms that hung from her torso were, at their fattest parts, nearly 
the size of soccer balls. She was certainly bigger than when he’d first “met” her, so 
to speak, and could probably rival Janet, although the breasts looked even larger on 
Taiosi’s svelte frame. Still, he felt like he could take her out in public. 

“There.” She said, as her breasts finished their metamorphosis. “Is that 
good?” 

Matt paused for a moment before finally nodding. “Yeah, that’d be fine, but 
let’s find you some clothes to wear.” 

Moving towards his dresser, he reached for one of the drawers, beginning to 
pull it open. 

“Oh, no need, | can provide my own.” 

Turning around, he found himself again gaping as Taiosi simply flicked her 
arms and shrugged, the fabric of clothing simply appearing. The shock didn’t last 
long this time, given everything he remembered about her when she was just a 
program on his computer, and the number of costumes she’d gone through then, 
this wasn’t much of a surprise. The only problem was that this particular costume 





consisted of a thong and a two-sizes-too-small jacket that barely hid anything. Pants 
hadn’t been in the vocabulary of Taiosi’s original programmers. 

“Uh...” He started, pointing a finger. 

Looking down, she frowned. “Still too risqué?” 

“Very. Listen, I’mina rush, so let me try and find you something to wear in 
my dresser. | don’t know if anything will fit but, | figure, maybe we can give you a 
belt and you can just slide into something. It’s going to look silly no matter what we 
do but | think maybe one of my jackets over a t-shirt...” 

He turned around, T-shirt in hand, to see her staring intently at the TV, which 
she’d managed to turn back on without him noticing. A simple ad for a local depart- 
ment store was on, and, as the models sashayed across the screen, she seemed to 
focus for a moment; a pretty denim jacket appearing over the designer t-shirt one of 
the women in the commercial had been wearing. Where there was a thong, a pair 
of hip-hugging jeans too their place, leather boots wrapping themselves around her 
feet. In less than ten seconds, she was dressed. 

Turning around, she examined herself once more, straightening her jacket 
before looking up at him with a bright smile. “Ready.” 

For his needs, the clothes were a marked improvement. She wasn’t half naked any- 
more, although the outfit she’d chosen didn’t even as much as attempt to hide her 
largesse. Every curve and swell of her form was still on prominent display, high- 
lighted best by the small strip of bare skin that ringed her midsection. She was still a 
stunner, still the kind of girl who would turn heads, but he could actually have her in 
public now. 

Another glance at the clock read the unfortunate truth of 10:01 AM, and reaching 
Widegrin’s office was going to take 20 minutes on foot, at best. With her tailing 
along, it could take even longer. 

Rushing over to his desk and grabbing the folder of decidedly un-pornographic art 
he’d wanted to present (a collection of pinups and everyday-life drawings of modern 
people, done in the style of artists from the 1950s), stuffed it into his messenger bag. 
Stepping into his sneakers, he opened the door, ushering her out. 

“If you’d please.” 

It would be that as they exited, so was Mr. Carey from his apartment. Last night’s 
company was nowhere to be seen; perhaps the girl had left early in the morning. 
That aside, however, Mr. Carey’s eyes went dinner-plate sized upon seeing Taiosi. 
“Well good morning!” He blared, his eyes fairly fixed on Taiosi’s bosom. “And who is 
this fine young thing Mr. Griffiths?” 

Smiling warmly, Taiosi extended her hand. “I’m...” 

“Tai.” Matt quickly finished, grabbing her by the arm. “This is my friend Tai from out 
of town, she came to give me a surprise visit.” 

“Tai?” She said softly, turning to him, an eyebrow raised. 

“We'll see you later Mr. Carey, but we’ve really gotta rush!” He waved while moving, 





dragging her after him. 
They’d come to an agreement, given how “exotic” Taiosi sounded, “Tai” would be 

a fine stand in name for the immediate future. If pressed for further information, 
she was allowed to make up whatever cover story seemed most plausible, although 
maintaining that cover story and keepingfrom contradicting herself was entirely her 
own responsibility. 

They’d barely been walking through the crisp January air for 10 minutes when he’d 
felt her arm interlock with his. A minute later, her hand had found its way into his 
pocket, her fingers slipping between his as she pressed close to his side. Given the 
temperature barely being above 40°F, she was a bit underdressed for the weather. 

“I never knew cold got this cold.” She shivered as they turned.a corner. He’d almost 
started to stop her when she’d intertwined her fingers with his. Everything was mov- 
ing at lightning speed at this point, and for whatever his own complicated/reasons, 
he couldn’t quite fully bring himself to act like the woman who had just crawled out 
of his PC was now his significant other, no matter how warm and attentive she was, 
or good the raucous sex they’d had was. 

“Another thing for you to get used to.” He smiled, despite himself. 

“So what’re you seeing this guy about anyway?” 

“Well, part of managing to live off my work is getting the exposure | need. Having it 
put up in a gallery would be that kind of exposure.” 

She furrowed her brow. “Live off it? | thought you said you were an EMT?” 

“lam,” He watched as a passing group of teenager blatantly ogled Tai. School 
must’ve been closed for the day, given the number of kids out and about in down- 
town Grenton. 

“I enjoy my job,” he continued. “I really do. | like helping people, saving people, it 
just feels good to do. But... I’ve discovered drawing... that’s really my passion. | love 
doing that, and I’d like to be able to do just that for a living.” 

“So are you going to tell him about your website?” 

Inwardly, he blanched. “No, no, no way. The Caroll-Kincaid Gallery is way too up- 
scale for flat-out porn. | mean, it’s done some pretty edgy galleries, but nothing like 
what’s on my website.” 

“So what’s in the folder?” 

“Other stuff I’ve done. | don’t just draw naked women. Portraits, still life, stuff like 
that.” 

She was silent for a moment, before giving him a skeptical look. “But that, from 
what I’ve seen, would be a pretty small minority of your work.” 

“Well... yeah, it is. But, | mean, people pay me to make those other drawings. There’s 
money init. It helps pay the rent.” 

She pulled away from him, laughing. “Oh no, don’t try to dance around the issue. 
You like naked women. You like erotica, and, most horrifyingly for you, you are 





enthralled with women with huge tits. If you didn’t like it, you could make money 
drawing something else and you know it.” 

“Well... | mean, that’s only partially...” 

“Oh come on. | may be ‘new’ but don’t treat me like I’m an idiot. C’mon, say it out 
loud. Admit it to the world.” 

“You must be kidding.” 

“Then tell me you don’t like this.” 

He’d managed to stay looking stubbornly straight ahead as they’d bantered, but as 
he turned to look at her, his heart seemed to stop. Her bosom was slowly increasing 
in size again, past its already impressive girth and towards the size she’d ballooned it 
to that morning. Thankfully, the material of her clothes seemed to morph and adjust 
to keep their size covered, but within a few seconds, she was going to be a walking 
capital P. 

“Jesus, wouldja stop!” He exclaimed. Where the idea to try and hide her increas- 
ing size with his arm had come from, he had no idea, given how astronomically bad 
it was. Not only could his arm not even hope to cover more than a fraction of her 
bosom (even before this spurt of growth) but, with his hand resting on the expand- 
ing flank of her bosom, he was finding himself exposed to the sensation of her shirt 
stretching to meet the material needs of the breasts underneath it. Upon the realiza- 
tion that she hadn’t accentuated her outfit with a brassiere, he wouldn’t have called 
himself surprised. 

“FII stop if you say it.” She chuckled, her growth seeming to double in pace, quickly 
accelerating towards the outer limits of what was considered naturally possible. 
“Fine, fine. | like tits.” He mumbled. 

“Lou-der.” 

“I. Like. Tits.” He said more firmly this time. He could feel his cheeks begin to burn 
as a woman, rifling through her purse as she walked cast him a surprised look. 
“There, I said it. C'mon, we’re almost there...” 

“I said ‘Say it’. You’re still trying to hide something, which, as | said, is your problem. 
Now say it.” 

He bit his lip, angry for a moment, before relenting. “I like tits! Alright?!?! Big, huge, 
naked, big-as-my-head, D-Cup is a ‘good start’ tits!” 

As he finished, he felt her wrap her arms around his waist, pulling herself in front of 
him and pressing her lips to his, stopping his pace. The kiss surprised him, more than 
anything else. Even with the sensation of her two mounds of tit flesh pressing into 
his chest, he found himself wondering what it looked like to everyone around them 
first, and how many people had noticed her sudden burst of growth. 

“You know, when someone who likes you kisses you, you’re supposed to kiss them 
back.” She gave him a wry smile as she pulled away. 

“I... er...” He glanced at her bosom, which was now, by far, her defining feature. 
“You’ve... you’ve gotta tone that down, just a tad.” 





She rolled her eyes. “This city’s large enough to have skyscrapers, which means 
enough people live here that whoever saw me, even if they told all of their friends, 
wouldn’t make me more than a passing rumor, right. Anyway, you like tits so much, 
what are you moaning about? They’re not that big.” 

As she spoke, she hefted her bosom with her forearms. There were strippers with 
extensive silicone work who didn’t have as much bulk around the bust as she did. 
“You're... you’re still pretty huge. | mean, you might cause a scene.” 

She shrugged. “I'll bet you that at worst it'll be whispers. Maybe a whistle or two, 
and nothing more, as long as we look like we’re together.” 

As frustrating as it might’ve been, she had a point. “What was doing that about 
anyway?” 

She curled up alongside him as they began walking again. “Matt, I’m the way | am 
because of you. I’m pretty sure that, however it happened, I’m here because of you. 
I’ve never done so much of this before, | mean I’ve never even seen snow, and the 
only reason | know about cars is because they were in one of the animations I'd run. 
And if | can come to terms with all of that, and with seeing the world for the first 
time, you can at least admit that yes, you like tits and they’re the focus of your art.” 
“You have a point.” He groused. And she did have a point. That was what he en- 
joyed drawing most, certainly more than what he’d be presenting to Mr. Widegrin. 
He didn’t hate the work he’d be presenting, but it wasn’t what he truly enjoyed. And 
he enjoyed branching out, but if he was going to try and get his name out there, it 
might as well be at doing what he did and enjoyed best. 

They walked the final two blocks in silence. All things considered, people’s reac- 
tions to Taiosi weren’t quite what he’d expected. Sure, people looked, a few did 
double takes, a couple even leered, but nothing particularly special or malicious. 
She’d stopped the growth at a point within human capabilities. He could certainly 
remember seeing the website of a young woman who, without an inch of plastic 
surgery, was probably even bustier, but not by much. Normally, it would’ve looked 
enough like Taiosi was smuggling two slightly undersize basketballs under her shirt, 
but rather than a more natural, drooping, teardrop appearance, she’d opted to leave 
them sitting upright on her chest, as if gravity itself had no effect on their girth. 
Spectacular as she was, in his hunt for source material for some of his work, he’d 
seen better endowed women. But not many, and certainly not on a frame like hers. 
She looked like a spectacularly attractive and busty young woman walking down the 
street with her significant other. 

“Significant other?” He mused aloud, before turning to her. “Hey, when you said 
‘someone who likes you’...” 

“Isn’t this it?” She said, cutting him off. Her arm pointed to a billboard. Upon it, 
written in highly stylized lettering were the words “Caroll-Kincaid Art Gallery”. 

“This is the place.” He nodded, checking his watch. 10:31 AM. Not five minutes early, 
like he’d wanted, but not ten minutes late, like he’d feared. 





Standing at the door, he took a deep breath. Passion or not, he was presenting the 
material he had to Mr. Widegrin today, and he had to be enthusiastic, else the job 
would certainly go to someone else. He had to have energy, to present himself as 

a professional, and to make his work seem as “unorthodox” as he possibly could, 
given the focus the gallery had been putting on artists outside of the “mainstream” 
recently. But what if he asked about other work that he’d done? Should he lie or just 
tell the truth or... 

“You come all the way here to look at the door or are you going in?” She nudged him 
gently. 

“I’m going.” He chuckled under his breath. “Just getting my courage up, is all.” 
Taking his arm, she spun him towards her, her arms draping themselves around his 
neck as she pulled his face to hers. Her lips teased his open this time, her tongue 
darting inside of his mouth as she stole a long, languid kiss from him, her jaw work- 
ing as her lips slid across his. This time his hands did go to her waist, pulling her hips 
against his, feeling her breasts rub against his chest and stomach. Something about 
kissing her felt so ludicrous, and somehow wrong, and yet, he certainly couldn’t tear 
himself away from her embrace. 

After a few seconds, they did separate, Matt nodding to himself before opening the 
door and walking in. He barely even noticed they were holding hands. 

“Good morning Matthew, glad you made it! And who is this?” 

The office sat on the building’s second floor, above the gallery space below. Playfully 
furnished, Widegrin’s office seemed to match the somewhat esoteric nature of the 
gallery’s shows. Almost everything seemed to be made out of some sort of exotic 
wood, all the empty space along the walls taken up by papyrus plants, snake plants 
and philodendron. The place looked like some sort of indoor, Southeastern Asian 
jungle, which was probably what Widegrin was shooting for. 

“This is... Tai.” Matt shook Widegrin’s hand and watched as his eyes swept over her 
body. To his surprise, they only gave the busty beauty a once-over before returning 
to him. “She’s a friend, here for moral support.” 

“Could probably use some back support as well! Goodness, what are you?” Widegrin 
asked with a grin. 

“Large enough.” Taiosi answered without missing a beat, instantly answering Matt’s 
question of whether she’d be offended by such a question or not. “It’s all me.” 

“Well I’m surprised you can walk, but that’s not why we’re here today is it?” Wide- 
grin said, moving behind his desk. “We’re here about Mr. Griffiths. Matthew, | saw 
your samples, I’m excited, show me more.” 

Thankfully, there were two chairs for guests in Widegrin’s office. Had there been 
one, Matt had no doubt he’d be going through the interview with Taiosi in his lap, 
providing a complete distraction. Settling into one, he produced his portfolio from 
the messenger bag, launching into a extended salespitch, what he wanted out of the 





show, the kind of work he’d be showing, his influences and who he hoped to emu- 
late in some works. He didn’t necessarily enjoy name-dropping, but when it worked, 
he couldn’t argue, and Widegrin’s eyebrows did raise slightly when he mentioned 
names like Al Buell, and Alberto Vargas. He’d been blathering away for what felt 

like some 15 minutes before he finally allowed himself to come to a stop, waiting for 
Widegrin’s response. 

Running a hand through his dyed-blond hair, Widegrin smiled, nodding his head, one 
finger on his lips. 

“Listen, Matt, let me level with you. The show we’ve got going on down there is 
entirely made up of pictures the artist took of the interior of roadside diners. It’s nice 
stuff, but we’ve been going with this ‘Gritty America’ motif for a few months now, 
and frankly, I’m getting tired of it. | want something... warmer.” 

Matt felt his heart sink slightly. It certainly sounded like a rejection. As if 
she knew exactly what he was thinking, he felt Taiosi’s hand go to his arm, giving it a 
gentle reassuring squeeze. 

“lI want something that’s going to make people smile.” Widegrin contin- 
ued, standing up from his desk and pacing. “Not kittens hanging from branches or 
any of that bullshit. People are into sex, and they love ‘retro’. Hell, so do I. So you 
mix sex and retro, and what do you get? Pinup art!” 

Widegrin stopped, turning to face Matt. “Forget the rest of that landscape 
‘modern people in the 1950’s’ stuff you had, we don’t need it. I’ve seen what you do, 
and | like it. And | want your pinups. But | wonder, can you branch out? Can you do 
a kind of ‘pinups through history’ thing? Start from the 50’s, move all the way up to 
present-day?” 

As great as the opportunity was, Matt felt himself pull back a little. Wide- 
grin was asking for a pretty hefty amount of work. “Well... sure, | could... yeah, | can. 
I’m sure | can.” 

“Great! Try and cover as much as you can, l’d like to see bondage pinups, punk pin- 
ups, hip-hop pinups...” Widegrin emphasized the notation of each group with hand 
gestures as he became more animated. “...l want to be taken on a voyage of the 
pinup form. From Betty Grable to... to... to Pamela Anderson! Well maybe not her, 
but someone famous! | want breasts, | want hips, | want legs...” 

Matt sat back and watched Widegrin go on what could be aptly described as a tirade, 
twice trying to interrupt the speech unsuccessfully. For a moment, as Widegrin con- 
tinued verbally outlining his vision, he glanced at Taiosi, who gave him a confused 
shrug and went back to watching their host. 

“So, yes, all of that!” Widegrin finally finished, whirling back his seat. “Can you have 
something like that ready in... roughly two months?” 

Widegrin was asking for a huge amount of work, by Matt’s accounting. Somewhere 
probably along the order of 20-30 pinups total, and given all the space to work with 
in the gallery, Matt knew he’d like to make a few which would be poster-sized, al- 





though he’d never tried such an endeavor before. 

“Two months, sure, | can handle that.” He could, but probably only barely, assuming 
he worked himself half to death. 

“Fantastic!” Widegrin smacked his hands together before extending his right hand. 
“Absolutely fantastic. Mr. Griffiths, come March 10th, this gallery is all yours.” 
“Thank you.” Matt managed, as the realization began to set in. He was going to 
have his very own art show. Him. One that people would see. Honest and true. 
With a few finishing formalities, Widegrin ushered them out the door into the crisp 
winter air. 

“Well, congratulations.” Taiosi said, hands on hips, a slow smile playing across her 
face. 

For a short bit, Matt looked into the dirtied snow that plows had piled along the 
sidewalks. Scanning the street, he found a large and rather clean drift that had piled 
high upon the curb, slowly melting in the sunlight. Standing in front of it, he turned 
around and allowed himself to fall backwards into its cold embrace, raising his arms 
into the air and letting out a buoyant noise. 

“I can’t believe that just happened.” He smiled, pushing himself up. 

“I can.” Taiosi said, taking his arm again, raising herself to brush her lips against his 
cheek. “You do draw pretty well. If you can do what he asked, you'll be fine.” 

He signed, raising his eyebrows. “He did ask for a whole lot.” 

“A whole lot that you can dig into the art you’ve already made for your website to fill 
in.” 

“That stuff? He said pinups.” 

She elbowed him as they began to walk, rolling her eyes. “Those are pinups Bright 
Eyes.” 

He began to retort when he realized she had an almost unassailable point. While it 
may not have been the classic work of artists gone by, and while many pieces certain- 
ly ventured further into the realm of erotica, some of his work probably did qualify as 
pinups. 

“If I can sense anything about that guy...” she gestured over her shoulder. “It’s that 
he’ll want your art to be identifiably yours. And what would identify you better than 
beautiful, busty women?” 

He shrugged. “Celery, perhaps?” 

“Exactly where would you put celery? Why would you put that in?” 

“Hey, you said identifiable...” 
“So... how did you do that earlier?” 

Matt spoke as they ambled across the carpeted floor. The Grenton City Center was, if 
nothing else, posh. Barely two blocks away from the waterfront, the city center may 
not have been geographically correct, but economically it certainly fit the bill. A mall 
and an architectural wonder in one, four massive stories tall and filled with enough 





amenities and shops to excavate the very last penny from your pocketbook, along 
with any common sense you might’ve had before walking in. Anyone who was 
visiting Grenton came here, and to the surrounding area, to shop. Anyone in Gren- 
ton who needed anything they couldn’t find cheap somewhere else in the city (and 
thanks to the City Center, there weren’t many other places) also came here. And 
even in the aftermath of the Christmas shopping season and a snowstorm, the place 
was still doing good business. 

Matt wasn’t particularly fond of malls themselves, but their existence allowed for 
him to indulge himself in the occasional bout of people-watching. He wasn’t sure 
what he found so relaxing about sauntering around a mall for some go minutes 
watching people go by, but he did it anyway. 

“Do what, exactly?” 

Even at the City Center, where 
teens primped and preened 
before visiting, where 
20-somethings and haute 
couture combined, and 
where 30-somethings 
displayed all the wonders 
cosmetic science had to 
prevent the inevitable 

aging process, Taiosi still 
stood out. No designer 
handbag, no extensive 
beauty regimen, and only the 
slightest hint of makeup applied to her skin, 

and she was easily the most attractive woman inside. 

Everywhere they went, Matt watched men’s eyes go over her body, a quick flick 

for those there with their significant others, a longer gaze for others. She could’ve 
commanded absolute attention if she’d wanted, a regal air about her, but instead, 
she kept her arm hooked inside his. Casual, approachable, human. Which, given her 
background, seemed an achievement. 

“When you gave yourself clothes today. | mean, most people have to stop at places 
like this to get clothes, we can’t all just make them materialize.” He added. He’d 
been attempting to have a conversation with her all day, and not just talking to her 
breasts. The amount of jostling her breasts were obviously doing under her shirt 
was proving to be his undoing however. Every time he glanced at her his eyes inevi- 
tably drifted to her bosom. Short of refusing to look at her whatsoever, he couldn’t 
seem to win. 

“| just did it.” She smiled, a group of teenage boys passing by gaping and stealing 
incredibly un-surreptitious looks at her bounty. “I mean, | did it before, just chang- 








ing outfits, my hair, y’know, | 
just did it.” 
“You just did it?” 
“Did | stutter?” She said, 
laughing. “Yeah, | did. It’s 
one of those things | can do.” 
Matt slowed his pace fora 
moment, furrowing his brow. 
“Can do? Like what else can 
you do? Are you some kind of 
genie or something?” 
Putting on a face of deep thought, 
she pursed her lips, drumming on them with 
her fingers before suddenly whirling around, forming her index 
finger and thumb into a gun and pointing at a very surprised looking elderly man. 
“ZAP!” She cried, pointing fiercely at the man before shrugging and turning around. 
“Well, | tried to turn him into a frog, and bupkus. So I can’t be a genie. At least, not a 
powerful one.” 
Starting to say something, Matt instead bit his lip to staunch the burst of laughter 
that was bubbling up from his chest, arms folded, his shoulders jerking. 

“Alright, you’ve made your point. Still...” he gestured as her arm wrapped 
back around his. “...the hair, the body... the boobs. | mean, obviously no one else can 
do that.” 

She shrugged. “That’s what came naturally. | imagine whatever | could do 
before, when | was just a program, | can do now.” 

Matt thought for a moment, going through his memories of exactly what 
she had done when she was just a program on his PC. Many of her small animation 
sequences were parodies and spoofs with a Sci-Fi and fantasy theme. 

“You still have that ray-gun thingy?” 

She looked down, actually thinking this time. “Wow, I’d nearly forgotten 
about that. Let me see.” 

Like the cartoon character she once was, he watched as she reached behind 
her back, out of his view, suddenly producing some sort of pistol that looked like it’d 
been stolen from the set of a movie shot in 1952 with the words “Invasion of...” in the 
title. 







For her part, Taiosi did look a little surprised. “I guess | do still have it.” 

For a moment, he began to freak out. Security services of any stripe gener- 
ally didn’t take well to people producing weapons anywhere, at any time. But, as 
they looked at it, he calmed. The thing looked like a toy, an old, vintage toy that no 
self-respecting child of the day would be caught dead playing with. As long as no 
one had caught her materializing it out of thin air, no worries. 





“| wonder if it still fires...” She mused, looking at the gratuitous neon yellow 
circles that ringed the barrel. 

“Let’s not find out.” Matt said, placing his hand over the weapon. “Can you 
make it disappear?” 

“| should be able to.” With a sudden shake of her hand, the weapon disap- 
peared. “There.” 

By just about any means, this should’ve been way, way, way too much for 
him. He knew that the events that had just transpired in his life were utterly without 
precedent anywhere, ever. Even this far along, he still found himself wondering in 
the back of his head if he’d jerk awake suddenly to a life less ripped out of a movie. 

“C’mon, | wanna go in here.” She suddenly tugged at his arm, dragging him 
towards the entrance of a store. The facade read “Exotique”, and the racks inside 
held a rather stunning display of women’s lingerie, all leaning heavily towards the 
more “mature” side of the scale. 

“You want to goin? But you can just make your own clothes!” 

“Doesn’t mean | don’t want to try on the real thing!” 

He’d walked past other lingerie stores, ones marketed to more of the general 
public, and seen the always awkward figure of one man inside the store, usually 
someone’s significant other, looking wildly confused, out of place and aroused all at 
the same time. He’d always vowed never to become one of those men, but once the 
words “try on” escaped Taiosi’s lips, any possible objections disappeared. 

“Oooooh.” Taiosi had gained the sing-song voice and excitement of a child 
in atoystore. “Bras with no cover for the nipple.” 

She held one up, gazing at the two strategically placed holes. “Oh, I’ve got to 
try something like this. That’s just fun.” 

He followed along as she sorted through the material, appraising every- 
thing’s originality and use as she went. Watching her explore was a great deal more 
entertaining than he’d thought, even though some of her comments obviously were 
to the consternation of some of her fellow customers. They’d glance at her, and then 
at him, and he’d shrug haplessly. 

“Crotchless panties? What’s the point? Shouldn’t you be naked by then?” 
She asked aloud, gazing into the area of a pair that was missing material. 

“Miss? Can I help you?” 

He hadn’t noticed the sales representative approaching them, and by Taiosi’s 
jump, neither had she. The woman was young, purple streaks running through her 
black hair, sporting a makeup job that certainly was worth all the time she’d surely 
put into it, with dark red lipstick, heavy eye shadow and razor-thin eyebrows. Her 
curves certainly made her seem like the kind of woman who could wear whatever 
Exotique had to sell, and wear it well. 

“Oh no, we were just browsing...” Matt began, before Taiosi cut him off. 

“Actually, no, I’d like to try on a few of these bras, if you wouldn’t mind.” 





Taiosi said, pointing to the racks and racks of brassieres. “There’s only one slight 
problem.” 

“What can I do to help?” Surprisingly for retail, the lady actually seemed 
honest and earnest. 

“Well, as you can see, I’m a bit... er... ‘overqualified’ to wear what you've got 
up there right now.” Taoisi gestured to her immense bosom. Matt was still per- 
plexed to how, on her figure, the breasts didn’t snap her in half. 

The woman’s eyes followed Taiosi’s hand before widening, her eyebrows 
rising, lips curling into a knowing smile. “We’ve got more in the back for our bustier 
patrons. If you’ll accompany me, | can see if we can find something in your size.” 

Matt watched as the two women began to walk away, suddenly feeling 
incredibly isolated. 

“You coming honey?” Taiosi called over her shoulder as they entered the 
changing area. 

For amoment, he froze, as if she was calling to someone else, before chasing 
after them. “Oh, yeah, of course.” 

The techno thump that was the store’s background music grew even louder 
in the changing area. He found himself standing just away from the two women, 
not wanting to hover as they talked for a moment. 

“I must say, you’ve really got a pair there. | have to ask, is that all you?” 

“It actually, really is. | wouldn’t let anyone 
go near this...” She gestured to her bo- 
som. “...with a knife, degree or not.” 
“How do you get around?” 

“Pretty easily actually.” 
Taiosi said, hefting one mammary 
with her hand. “You adjust after 
a while, and it all become sec- 
ond nature.” 

The woman, “Vic- 
toria”, as her nametag read, 
nodded her head and chuckled. 
“Like a longer puberty huh? So, 
let me get those bras for you. 
What size do you wear?” 

“I... er...” Matt watched 
as Taiosi suddenly put on an 
embarrassed, sheepish grin, her eyes 
going downwards. “...| don’t know.” 

“You don’t know? How don’t you know?” 
Victoria looked at her, surprised. 









“Well... I’ve never had one.” 

“You’ve never had one? With tits... excuse me, with that much and you’ve 
never had one?” 

Taoisi smiled slightly and put her hands up. “No need to be formal, they are 
‘tits’ after all. And no, | really haven’t ever had one.” 

Victoria canted her head to one side, still disbelieving. “And you haven’t had 
any back trouble?” 

“None worth mentioning.” 

Victoria looked completely confused now. “So, you just want one to look 
nice?” 

Taiosi nodded. 

Victoria began to say something else before taking a deep breath and shrug- 
ging, her eyes staring in increased disbelief at Taiosi’s bosom. “Alright, well, let me 
go get some measuring tape and I'll be right back.” 

As Victoria walked out, Matt furrowed his brow, looking at Taiosi. “You don’t 
know?” 

“Of course | know. | just want to have some fun with this.” 

“Like what.” 

“You'll see.” Taiosi gave him a devilish grin, her hands mashing her over- 
plumped glands together before letting them go, sending them bouncing and wob- 
bling back to their original positions. Matt felt the hard-on in his pants, which it felt 
like he’d had all day, become even more insistent, the memory of the warm, heavy 
weight of her bosom overflowing his hands still fresh in his mind. She’d made them 
so impossibly plump and round, and they still jutted out from her chest like two wa- 
termelons. He had to turn away for a moment, just to reorganize his thoughts. 

“Alright, let’s get you measured!” Victoria re-entered the room with a smile, 
a length of yellow measuring tape hanging from her fingers. “If you'll just disrobe.” 

For amoment, Victoria looked from Taiosi to Matt. “Uh...,” she began, mak- 
ing her consternation as evident as possible. 

“Oh, no worries, he’s my boyfriend.” Taiosi said with a smile, removing her 
jacket and slowly pulling the t-shirt over her head. Her enormous bosom was pulled 
upwards before being wholly unleashed, bouncing out and about into the cold air 
of the changing area, her nipples already angry and engorged, pointing around the 
room as he breasts continued their undulation before they stopped. Even with the 
strain of his cock in his pants, Matt caught Victoria stealing a less-than-businesslike 
look at Taiosi’s enormity. Her tits jutted out from her chest at an obscene angle, 
proudly pushing themselves out into the world, easily exceeding the size of any of 
their heads. And to think, he’d had sex with this beauty in the morning, when she 
was sizably larger than her already corpulent size, and she apparently could hold 
complete control of her bosom’s size. She was absolutely stunning. 

“Wow.” Victoria said quietly. Her tongue actually wetted her lips for a mo- 





ment as she prepared to speak again. The way she was gazing at Taiosi’s chest, he 
was becoming increasingly suspicious of how aroused she was. “Is that really all 
you?” 
“Like I said...” Taiosi said, clasping her hands underneath her mammoth 
udders and lifting them gently, before letting them drop, bobbling and caroming off 
one another again. “....it’s 100% me.” 

“Jesus.” Victoria began walking towards Taiosi. “I mean... there aren’t 5 
women in the world who carry this much tit as well as you do. Let’s go into one of 
the stalls.” 

Taiosi followed as Victoria gestured to one of the changing stalls, Matt fol- 

lowing close behind. For whatever reason, the changing rooms at Exotique were 

rather roomy, leaving space for all three of them inside, even with Taiosi’s 

bosom taking up such a significant amount of space. Matt 

couldn’t help but look at their reflection in 

the mirror, imagining what they would 

look like encased in a bra, then 

nude again, the nipple in his 

mouth... 










With- 

out thinking, he 

reached out to 

her left breast, be- 
ginning to knead 
the soft, taut skin, 
eliciting a gentle 
murmur from 
Taiosi. 

“Whoa there 
cowboy, not yet.” 
She smiled, gently 

pushing his hand away. 

“You two must have a fantastic sex life.” Victoria said, still staring unabash- 
edly at Taiosi’s breasts. “I mean, there are women with breasts a tenth the size of 
yours who wish they carried it as wel 

“Why thank you.” Taiosi said, a slight blush accenting her cheeks. She 
turned around, her back to Victoria, her breasts actually brushing the wood walls of 


the stall. “So, let’s get me measured, huh?” 
“Still can’t believe you don’t wear a bra...” Victoria said, wrapping the mea- 


suring tape around and under Taiosi’s bosom. “Alright... looks like you’re a band size 
36.” 


i 


Removing the tape, she then placed it around Taiosi’s bosom. As she 





stretched it around to her back, it became increasingly apparent that she might not 
have enough space in the tape, but she managed to meet up the two ends without 
pulling the tape in to compress Taiosi’s bosom. 

“Okay, and the bust measurement is....” Victoria paused, gazing at the tape. 
“Jesus, it says here it’s... it’s 52 inches. That’d make you a 36JJ by our measure- 
ments... I’m... m not sure we have anything that big.” 

Taiosi allowed her face to fall slightly as she turned around, massive breasts 
following the motion of her body in a second-long delay. “Are you sure? | really 
wanted to see...” 

“Well, don’t give up hope, let me look first.” Victoria quickly said, stealing 
once last glance at Taiosi’s massive size before turning away. “I think we have a 
couple in special around your size, but not many.” 

As Victoria scampered out, Taiosi chuckled, stretching her back in the mirror, 
her bosom stretching even further out as she did so, the nipples seeming to extend 
to a fat, thick, half-inch long majesty. 

“Think they'll actually have anything in my size?” She asked, thumbs stuck 
in the waist of her pants. 

Matt shrugged, forcing his eyes to flick away from her bosom. “If they do, I’d 
be surprised.” 

“Well, let’s have some fun with Ms. Victoria, like | said.” Taiosi said, a devil- 
ish grin playing across her face. 

Matt raised an eyebrow for a moment before his eyes caught her bosom, 
which was slowly yet surely expanding outwards, taking on solidly an extra few 
inches in circumference, their size now surely obstructing any reasonable view of 
her torso, extending now halfway down her stomach. After a few short, tantalizing 
moments, their growth finally ceased, a enticing quiver sending ripples through her 
bosom once more as she turned to Matt. 

“That ought to outsize me pretty well.” She said, placing one hand under- 
neath each bosom and attempting to lift. It took a bit of effort to do so; each breast 
was so massive in size that the amount of flesh spilling over her fingers almost over- 
whelmed her hands. 

“You made yourself bigger?” Matt asked, incredulous. 

“Sssh, she’s coming back.” Taiosi winked at him before turning back to the 
mirror as the sound of footprints outside announced the re-entrance of Victoria. 

“Okay...” She said, holding up a brassiere. The article looked normal for the 
most part, although, unlike most of the daring articles outside, it offered full-cup 
support. Moreover, at the back, four hooks kept the band clasped together, along 
with a huge amount of material devoted to covering the bust itself. Looking at it, 
and back at Taiosi, Matt suddenly wondered how Janet had survived at all. 

“Think it’ll be enough?” Taiosi said, turning back towards Victoria, her new, 
improved bosom coming to a wobbling and nodding stop. 





“Well, give it a shot.” Victoria handed over the brassiere, watching as Taiosi 
took it, and, looking skeptically at it, began to try and fit it over her bosom. 

The upside, Matt noted, was that Taiosi, even now, wasn’t at the comical size 
she had been that morning. Still, as she tried to fit the bra on, tit flesh bulged out on 
all sides, straining the material, the straps digging into her back as she began to do 
the clasps in the back. By the time she had finished, neither cup looked capable in 
the slightest of holding the girth of her bosom, fully half of her areola exposed above 
the bra’s fabric. The sheer oversize immensity of her bosom created a comical view, 
as her breasts spilled out over the tops of the cups, the bra pulled to its limits by her 
surprising size. Looking from Victoria to him, Taiosi shrugged. 

“But... but... that’s a 36JJ! That should fit you!” Victoria exclaimed, staring at 
the overwhelmed bit of underwear. 

With Victoria’s eyes so focused on Taiosi’s bosom, she missed the wink Taiosi 
threw Matt, before her bosom again ballooned ever so slightly, the left strap of the 
brassiere giving up with an audible pop, half of the bra going slack. 

“Ooh, uh, I’m sorry.” Taiosi said, taking the broken strap in her hand, looking 
at its frayed end. 

Victoria face looked as confused as he’d seen any person’s. She was utterly, 
and understandably befuddled at how a bosom that she had just measured had gone 
well above and beyond what she was prepared for. 

“Well... that’s just about the largest thing we have.” She said, exasperated. 
“But l'Il check for one more. | think we have one demi-cup bra designed for a 40L. 

It’ll be a bit big on you, but that might be the best we can do.” 

“You don’t have to go out of your way.” Taiosi said, stripping the broken 
brassiere off. 

“No, no problem, I’m going to go see.” Victora said, taking the ruined bit of 
fabric and shaking her head before exiting the stall once more. 

The moment she’d disappeared, Taiosi’s bosom began to bloat again apace, 
becoming even more swollen than they were before in a moment of seconds, their 
size beginning to easily outsize where she’d been when they’d walked in that after- 
noon. At this point, they were prize winning watermelons, gargantuan masses of 
tit flesh that continued to push and swell outwards, each noticeably wider than her 
trunk. 

“What are you doing?” Matt asked halfheartedly. The change would cer- 
tainly be completely evident to Victoria at this point; Taiosi had picked up more 
than three cup sizes and would certainly overflow the bra she’d mentioned. And he 
might’ve scolded her, had he not been so, almost cripplingly aroused by her. Despite 
the five feet of width from wall to wall provided inside of the changing stall, her 
burgeoning swells took up well over two feet of space. 

“Having fun.” Taiosi replied, looking down at herself. “You think | should 
surprise her and go with a different shape?” As she asked, her breasts began to 





morph from their jutting, torpedo-like shape to a more round, beachball-like aspect, 
their bulk underlined by the curvaceous profile they cut on her figure. As she turned 
around ina circle, he realized that there simply wasn’t a way to look at her without 
seeing her exorbitant flesh. 

Looking over at him, her eyes flitted downwards to the unmissable strain 
against the front of his jeans. Meeting his gaze, her mouth slowly curled into a smile. 
“Don’t worry, I'll put that to good use.” 

With a few steps she closed the distance between them entirely, her breasts 
crushing themselves against his chest, nipples digging into his shirt as her hand 
began to stroke him through the fabric of his pants. 

“I want you nice, big, thick and hard for me.” The husky, wanting tone in her 
voice enticed a small emission of precum from the head of his cock, the boiling, filled 
sensation in his balls becoming unbearable. He was as hard as he’d ever been in his 
life, harder than that morning. Since, as far as he could tell, now, he wasn’t being 
given the immediate chance to put his hard-on to good use. 

His hand grabbed the back of her head and began to pull her face to his for a 
mouth-enveloping kiss when footsteps interrupted them again, the pair slowly pull- 
ing away from each other, a sly smile on Taiosi’s face, Matt’s almost slack jawed with 
lust. 

“Okay, 40L. This is the biggest bra we’ve got for anyone.” Victoria said, en- 
tering with a imposingly large brassiere. “This is the best we’ve got...” 

Her voice trailed off as she caught view of Taiosi’s new size, the bra dangling 
from her hand. 

“Is something wrong?” Taiosi asked innocently, turning her mammaries 
towards Victoria. 

“You... you're... you're bigger.” 

“lam?” 

“Yes, I’m sure of it!” Victoria moved towards Taiosi, holding up the brassiere 
for effect. “I mean, anyone can see just from looking that you’d explode out of this 
thing, and | wouldn’t have said that when you walked in. You’re actually growing 
right now!” 

Taiosi, playing her part to the hilt, raised her eyebrows, surprised, looking 
down at her bosom, petting one breast self-consciously. “You mean, they’re getting 
bigger?” 

“Well yeah. | mean...” Suddenly, Victoria turned to Matt, a suspicious look on 
her face. “...ls this some sort of prank? Are those some fancy prosthetics or some- 
thing?” 

His attention broken from Taiosi’s chest, Matt held up his hands defensively. 
“No, no, listen, | have nothing to do with this...” 

“With what? What’s going on here?!?” 

As Victoria’s voice rose with annoyance and frustration, she was suddenly 





cut off as Taiosi quickly closed the distance between them, her bosom pressing 
against Victoria’s, her bosom’s naked majesty equal in size to much of Victoria’s 
torso as Taiosi’s lips found the young saleswoman’s in a desperate kiss. 

Matt watched as Victoria’s body went rigid with surprise and began to push 
Taiosi away before slowly relenting, his mouth working with Taiosi’s, their tongues 
dueling with one another’s, hands searching out one another’s hips, caressing thighs, 
back and behind. 

When they finally broke for air, Victoria had a glazed look on her face, her 
hands firmly planted on Taiosi’s full rump. 

“God...” She managed, before Taiosi placed a hand to her lips. 

“Do you like my tits?” Taiosi asked, her hands pulling Victoria even closer, 
compressing her bosom further against her. Victoria nodded silently. 

“Do you want to suck on my tits?” 

Again, a nod. 

Taiosi’s neck craned in towards Victoria, nibbling at her neck, eliciting a 
groan of desire. “I want to fuck you. Do you want to fuck me?” 

“Oh god yes.” Victoria voice came out as a breathy moan, her eyes darting to 
Matt. “But what about...” 

“He’s going to fuck us, isn’t he?” Taiosi said, wiggling her behind at Matt. 
“You're going to make me cum, and then I’m going to eat your pussy. And then 
Matt’s going to fuck two women with nice, big, fat tits.” 

Victoria’s eyes raised as Taiosi finished her sentence. Curvy as she was, she 
was mostly hips and behind, sporting a pair of breasts that were absolutely dwarfed 
by Taiosi’s. “H...how...” 

“Take off your pants.” Taiosi commanded, and Victoria followed, fervently 
wriggling her way out of her pants, letting them and her G-sting fall to the floor, 
revealing alabaster-white thighs, teal-colored stars tattooed on her hips. 

“Shaved. | like that.” Taiosi murmured as she backed Victoria up to the wall 
of the stall, kneeling down to the cleft between her legs. Instinctively, Victoria threw 
a leg over Taiosi’s shoulder, her breathing growing heavier by the moment. 

Watching as Victoria let out a bliss-filled moan as Taiosi’s tongue dove into 
her recesses, Matt found himself almost unconsciously unbuckling his belt, quickly 
undoing the button on his pants and sliding them and his underwear down his legs, 
starting to take his cock in his hand and stroke himself at the show presented to 
him. Victoria had, within seconds, whipped her shirt off as well, and now, save for a 
bra, was stark-nude, a pert-pair of orange-sized breasts encased within the lingerie’s 
material, her thighs beginning to jerk reflexively as Taiosi pushed her closer to an 
explosion. 

Taiosi, of course, was still the star, her full bottom resting on the heels of 
her feet as she knelt, her head gently working a rhythm in time with her tongue, he 
couldn’t bring his eyes away from her breasts, so large that they actually rested on 





the floor as she continued her ministrations. 

Stepping out of his pants, he stroked his throbbing erection once more be- 
fore glancing down. 

That was not his penis. 

Which is to say, it was, in its look, but in size and shape, that was not the 
penis he’d been living with since he’d finished puberty. His penis was six and a half 
inches long, seven, if he wanted to be generous. This cock, while it certainly looked 
like his (and was attached to him) had, like Taiosi’s bosom, certainly picked up a few 
inches. It seemed nearly twice the size of his previous self, blatantly, aggressively 
pointing out into the world, corded veins running along its length. 

The sense of surprise didn’t last, another glance at the women, still locked 
together at head and hips, Victoria’s moans increasing in pitch and decreasing in 
duration until they became yelps turning his mind towards exactly what he wished 
to do with his newfound size. 

As if hearing his thoughts, Matt watched as Taiosi’s hands went to her waist, 
slowly sliding her jeans down her hips, exposing her heart-shaped bottom to him, 
her head still buried in Victoria’s pussy. He watched as the movements of her head 
picked up speed, Victoria’s voice providing a constant reaffirmation of what kind of 
job Taiosi was doing. Her body began to buck against Taiosi’s mouth before she sud- 
denly stiffened, her back arching, a barely audible squeak exiting through clenched 
teeth before she began shuddering violently, her voice wavering as she began to 
slide down from the euphoric high. 

“Oh god... oh man... oo0000ohh...” Victoria moaned, the caresses of Taiosi’s 
tongue never fully ceasing their ministrations on her most sensitive of areas. Victo- 
ria’s breath grew sharp and pointed again as Taiosi coaxed her back up to the heights 
of pleasure. 

Matt watched, agog, as Victoria’s breath caught, her mouth open and slack 
jawed in a mask of uncontrolled bliss. As Taiosi guided her through an orgasm that 
apparently made the previous one pale in comparison, all that energy, that pleasure 
found a new way to manifest itself, Victoria’s ample bosom suddenly ballooning out- 
wards, her breasts distending and swelling, rosy pink nipples matching their sudden 
growth as, in a fraction of a second, she had exploded outwards from her previous 
bust size to a new, soccer ball sized girth that took up much of her chest. Still a mag- 
nitude smaller than Taiosi, Matt found himself unconsciously letting out a moan as 
her bosom expanded. 

Where Taiosi’s was a near-impossibility, Victoria was now, simply huge. 

Her bosom had all the natural tear-shaped droop of any woman’s bosom, although 
there was undoubtedly a supple and firm quality to these that, like Taiosi, defied the 
realities of their existence. Moreover, where Taiosi’s aureole were large, saucer-sized 
colorations on her bosom, the nipple the only raised area, the whole of Victoria’s 
puffy, pink caps seemed to be pushing outwards, capped off by thick nipples nearly 





the length of AAA batteries that seemed to ache for further caress. 

The odor of sweat and sex was thick in the air, he found himself moving 
behind Taiosi, his hands caressing the large curve of her hips. She’d adjusted her 
position, her behind up off her heels and now in the air, legs spread slightly to pres- 
ent herself to him. Almost involuntarily, he found himself allowing his cock to nose 
in between her legs, sliding along the outside of the fleshy, flushed lips of her pussy, 
their genitals becoming slick with the wetness that was already moistening her 
pussy. Between slow, labored strokes, he would slowly run a finger along the cleft of 
her pussy lips, finally sinking the digit inside of her warmth. 

Spurred to action, Taiosi finally removed her head from Victoria’s pussy, 
taking the young woman by the hips and pushing her down to the floor, moving her 
own hips away from Matt’s ministrations for a moment. He watched, amazed as the 
two tangled for a moment, Victoria’s hands searching out Taiosi’s oversize bosom, so 
large now that, as she crawled about on all fours, their immense size pooled on the 
floor underneath them. Within moments, Victoria had scrabbled herself along the 
floor into position to place both hands around one mammoth breast and begin to 
suckle the fat nipple into her mouth. 

Mewling in approval, Taiosi raised her behind for Matt once more, beginning 
to slide herself down Victoria’s torso towards her sex once more, this time placing 
her hands underneath Victoria’s knees, pushing them upwards and apart until she 
had their fine saleswoman with her feet nearly touching her shoulders. 

Listening to the whimpering noises of anticipation dribbling from Victoria’s 
mouth, watching Taiosi’s pert, perfect backside wave back and forth in front of him, 
the fleshy swell of her labia calling for his cock, Matt reacted. Anchoring his hands to 
Taiosi’s hips, he placed the head of his cock at the very entrance to her mound before 
sliding in to the hilt. 

The sensation was stunning. What felt almost too tight for his size suddenly 
relented, but only enough to allow all 12 inches of his girth to make their way into her 
deepest recesses, and not a thing more. As he began to slowly stroke himself inside 
of her, she made a low mewling noise, her head still buried in Victoria’s cunt. Victo- 
ria’s hands had latched themselves to Taiosi’s head, moaning encouragement as her 
pussy received what certainly was a very good going-over. 

Watching the show before him with happy intent, he began to slowly pick 
up the pace, his hips beginning to audibly slap against Taiosi’s prodigious bottom. 
Observing the flesh of her oh-so-well shaped behind ripple with every smack of his 
hips, seeing her massive bosom begin to bounce and carom in time with his strokes, 
listening to her moan into Victoria’s pussy, and watching the final member of her 
party stiffen with yet another orgasm, her hands mashing and massaging her new, 
large bosom, Matt found himself opting against the notion of a slow-paced session 
of lovemaking, and turning towards a proper fucking. 

Throwing his hips into overdrive, he began to hammer away at Taiosi’s 





pussy, slamming in and out of her cunt, his hands removing themselves from her 
hips and reaching forwards to her oversize bosom, taking as much flesh as he could 
in each hand and beginning to massage and knead. Raising himself up on the balls 
of his feet, he adjusted his angle of entry slightly, his newly-endowed cock rubbing 
strongly against the front wall of Taiosi’s pussy. As tight as she was, (and grow- 
ing tighter with every stroke, the muscles of her cunt stroking his cock with every 
plunge) she seemed so wet, so ready, he slid in and out of her with no problems. 

Her moans beginning to crescendo, Taiosi launched into a shuddering or- 
gasm as he began to long-cock her in earnest, almost dragging the full length of his 
cock out of her pussy before slamming it back inside of her. The muffled remnants of 
a scream were lost in Victoria’s cunt, the saleswoman climaxing again just moments 
later. 

Suddenly pulling herself away from Victoria’s dripping pussy, Taiosi straight- 
ened up, breathing raggedly as she pressed her back to Matt’s chest. Adjusting him- 
self slightly to allow himself to achieve the proper trajectory, he quickly resumed his 
pace, Taiosi’s body bouncing back against his, her tits now caroming out of control, 
up and down her chest. They wobbled and bounced in sync with only themselves, 
two tits whose size could only be compared to novelty beach balls jostling up and 
down on her chest. The view, from behind her, was absolutely spectacular, and the 
feeling of that perfect ass rubbing up against his hips, her clenching and spasming 
pussy wrapped around his cock was better than anything he’d ever imagined. In 
front of them, Victoria, still riding the last shuddering quakes of an orgasm gaped 
at the intensity with which they coupled, along with the corpulent size of Taiosi’s 
bosom. 

“You want em’ bigger?” She panted between thrusts, stopping him for 
a moment only to grind her hips against his, his cock filling every last inch of her 
pussy. As she spoke her breasts began to swell again, on and beyond the size they’d 
achieved that morning, twin zeppelins of flesh filling much of the stall, barely leaving 
room for the trio. She had no hope of coming anywhere near her nipples with her 
hands now, so much was the size and scope of her breasts. Not one to turn away 
such a beautiful gift, within moments Victoria had reached out and sized one mas- 
sive bosom with both hands, corralling it and suckling the nipple into her mouth. 

They had to be making too much noise, he knew it, but he was enjoying the 
ride far too much to care. As Taiosi’s moans increased in volume and pitch it drove 
him further, slamming his hips into her harder and harder until he felt the burn of 
fatigue become impossible to push out of his mind. For all of the fantastic sensa- 
tions reverberating from his groin, they had been fucking quite hard for a significant 
period of time now, how long he wasn’t sure, but certainly long enough for him to 
begin to get fatigued. 

As if recognizing this, Taiosi suddenly stopped him, sliding his cock out of 
her pussy with an audible pop, collapsing on the floor in front of him. Slowly turn- 





ing herself over, her legs shaking in the remains of yet another climax, he gaped at 
her. Sitting down, even with her knees bent, her bosom covered her lap and spilled 
over the sides of her hips and the tops of her knees. The nipples protruded, angry 
and distended, each surely almost three inches in length. Victoria hadn’t stopped her 
ministrations, her hands immediately returning to Taiosi’s bosom, placing her hands 
on either side of one gigantic tit and squeezing, slathering the areola with suckling 
nibbles and kisses. 

“Your turn.” She said, smiling at Victoria. 

Looking up from Taiosi’s bosom, Victoria glanced at Matt’s newfound length, 
her tongue running over her lips before looking back at Taiosi. 

The instigator of the impromptu ménage a trois braced herself against the 
wall, pushing herself up to a standing position, her monstrous bosom so large as to 
be flatly intimidating in its size. She was, by anyone’s view, all tit now, her bosom so 
exceedingly large they actually obscured any view of her body from just below her 
armpits to the tops of her thighs, jutting out forwards further than he could even wa- 
ger a guess at. There was almost certainly no way to hug her now, a wall of tit flesh 
would keep any amorous partner at a distance. 

Each step she took towards him sent her bosom into a cataclysm of move- 
ment, quivering and jiggling as she approached him. Feeling the warm, pliable flesh 
of her chest press into his, and yet, for the rest of her body proper to still be so far 
away from him was just stunning. His hands fairly flew to the sides of her breasts, 
caressing and tracing designs with his palms over their vast expanse. If there was a 
process to it, going through and actually giving Taiosi’s breasts the overall amount of 
loving they deserved would be the focus of any foreplay session. 

Gently, as she continued to move forwards, Taiosi’s bosom continued to 
press more and more firmly into Matt, pushing him backwards. He began to brace 
himself to keep from falling before realizing her intentions, allowing himself to 
slowly settle down upon his back, her breasts pooling and settling upon him. Slowly 
sliding their girth up and down his body, she smiled gently as she made her way 
down his body until she settled their size upon his cock. Smiling, she began furtively 
searching for his erection, first attempting to reach underneath her massive endow- 
ment, then settling into trying to reach between them, finding her bosom simply to 
large to be handled by any single person. 

“Whoops.” She giggled, finally squashing her bosom down against Matt’s 
thighs. Matt felt his cock enveloped between her soft swells of flesh, trying to poke 
its way to daylight. Taiosi, feeling his erection finally trapped between her mam- 
moth mammaries did her well best to find it and try and create some sort of pre- 
liminary tit-fucking for their enjoyment, but it was simply out of the question. Even 
compressed as they were, even with Matt’s new girth, Taiosi’s bosom was simply too 
cavernous and deep for even a cock like his to find its way through. 

Finally giving up, Taiosi crawled back up his body, her tits dragging along 





his torso as she did. Her nipples felt gigantic against his chest, poking and rubbing 
against his skin. Eventually, as her head leveled with his, she lay down atop him, 
actually cushioned some by the immensity of her bosom, but still managing to arc 
her neck down to press her lips to his, a kiss he hungrily reciprocated. She was just 
so stunningly huge, her tits managed to take up all of the space on his chest and 
stomach as well, spilling out over both sides of their bodies. Their magnificence was 
undeniable, he felt he could’ve lost himself in kissing her, caressing her breasts and 
losing himself in the sensations of a dream come true. 

With Taiosi’s warm form against him, he’d all but forgotten about Victo- 
ria, until he felt a form between his legs and heard a sudden moan escape from 
Taiosi’s throat as they kissed. As their mouths separated, he pushed himself up on 
his elbows to see the very top of Victoria’s head cresting the heart-shaped swells of 
Taiosi’s bottom, moving quickly from side to side as whatever ministrations she was 
engaging in elicited another moan from Taiosi, her breath hot and warm against his 
throat. He could feel Victoria’s hand wrap itself around his cock, jerking insistently at 
his manhood, before Taiosi suddenly rolled off him, Victoria’s lips wrapping them- 
selves around his grith, trying to take as much of him in her mouth as she possibly 
could. 

While she could only make it halfway down his cock, what she lacked in 
deep-throating ability she made up for in vigor, tongue swirling around the head of 
his cock, her hand cupping and gently caressing his balls as she went along. He could 
feel the orgasm building as he watched her head bobbing up and down, the pleasant 
sensation of her new-and-improved bustline slapping against his hips as she did so. 

The view was suddenly obstructed from above as Taiosi swung her leg over 
his face, her pussy hovering over his face. She looked absolutely, desperately ready 
for another fucking, her pussy still dilated and absolutely dripping wet as she low- 
ered it over his mouth. From between the folds of her labia, her clit stood out, turgid 
and angry, and as she neared him, his tongue snaked out to touch its tip, eliciting a 
squeal that caught in her throat and before turning into gurgling warble of pleasure. 

As Taiosi’s haunches settled over his face, he found himself disappointed at 
the fact that he could no longer view the show going on above him with the abil- 
ity he would’ve preferred. Still, the sticky-sweet juices running out of Taiosi’s cunt 
focused his attention on the task at hand, his tongue working feverishly inside and 
outside of her pussy, drawing long strokes along its inside before exiting to rub its 
flat length along her clit. He had to clamp onto her hips with his arms to keep her 
pussy in place, as the recipient of his ministrations began to squeak in pleasure, her 
hips migrating all over his face as she raced towards an orgasm. 

Taiosi’s extreme beauty also came as a help, as it managed to keep him from 
blowing his load instantly when he felt Victoria begin to slide her pussy down onto 
the iron-hard, sensitive skin of his cock. She went excruciatingly slowly, taking him 
in gentle inch by gentle inch, one hand wrapped around the base of his cock as she 








guided him deeper inside of her, slowly raising herself off him occasionally, just leav- 
ing the head of his cock stretching out the walls of her cunt before pressing herself 
back down. Even as he felt her occasionally slow and freeze from the strain, he could 
tell, she wanted to fit all of him inside of her. 

Had he not been so preoccupied with giving Taiosi’s center the tongue- 
lashing it deserved, had he been able to see rather than having his view blocked by 
the pert half-melons that made up her ass, he probably would’ve been incapacitated 
by the view above him. Taiosi’s face was a mask of pleasure as she rode his tongue, 
her colossal bosom hanging just barely above his stomach, undulating and seeming 
to almost throb with arousal, the skin around them flush with excitement. For a mo- 
ment, she placed her hands on Matt’s stomach, bracing herself and leaning forwards, 
the bottoms of the giant glands touching Matt’s stomach as her mouth searched out 
Victoria’s. Stretching, their tongues met as Taiosi went careening through another 
powerful orgasm, her hips bucking and jerking in Matt’s grasp, his arms refusing to 
allow her a moment of respite from the deft work of his tongue, another crashing 
orgasm following soon afterwards. 

Grabbing Victoria’s arms, she pulled Victoria’s hands away from Matt’s fuck 
stick, placing them on her bosom, imploring her to begin to mash and play with the 
abundant flesh. Her tits seemed to ache with desire, she could feel them almost 
swelling of their own accord, her nipples so full and bloated she wondered if they 
might explode. Obeying, Victoria did her well best to begin mauling Taiosi’s tits with 
her hands, finally capturing the majority of one and shoving the fat nipple into her 
mouth, sucking as hard as she could. As she did, her hips thrust downwards, taking 
Matt’s full length inside of her. 

A person standing outside of the stall would’ve heard, over the din of the 
thumping techno music that made up the store’s soundtrack, two female voices lost 
in ecstasy, and one muffled male voice. 

Matt lost track of almost everything at that point. All he could focus on were 
holding Taiosi’s hips to his mouth, continuing the onslaught on her pussy, Victoria’s 
full-to-bursting pussy taking in more of his cock than surely she’d thought possible 
before. His hips thrusted, his jaw worked, he moaned and screamed his pleasure into 
the depths of Taiosi’s cunt, feeling her pussy spasm and clench time and time again, 
until he completely lost count of the number of time’s she’d cum. He could feel his 
lips and mouth slathered in her juices, and it spurred him on further. 

IF asked, none of them could’ve pinpointed exactly how long the session 
lasted, how long they’d fucked one another. For each, it felt like a glorious eternity, 
only coming to an end when Taiosi suddenly froze, her hands going to Victoria’s 
shoulders, pulling the saleswoman close. 

“Oh... OH... OH... CUM WITH ME!” She screamed, crushing her hips down on 
Matt’s face. 

So commanded, the trio did so, Matt feeling Taiosi’s pussy seize, and clench 





before her dam burst, the muscles of her mound fluttering and constricting, Vic- 
toria’s own explosive orgasm following just moments after, her pussy constricting 
around his cock, squeezing him to the very limits. 

The first rope of spunk that shot into Victoria’s moist core seemed a fireball 
of pleasure, followed by another, a third, a fourth, and a fifth, each long streams of 
cum that seemed on the verge of emptying his balls dry. He felt his hips lurch, lifting 
Victoria up off the floor before coming back to a rest, lurching again as the next blast 
of jism roared forth. 

Finally, he felt his cock jerk and spurt no more, the orgasm finally subsiding. 
As he did, Taiosi finally rolled off him, curling up into a ball on the floor of the stall, 
still quivering and whimpering with pleasure. Looking down between his legs, he 
saw that he and Victoria were simply a mess, a sticky mixture of cunt juice and his 
cum that had dribbled out of her pussy and now mussed their legs. As she began to 
pull herself off him, more and more of their mixed juices dripped out of her until his 
cock finally popped out of her pussy, her body also collapsing against the floor. 

For a few minutes, they all just lay there, enjoying the afterglow. Matt had 
closed his eyes and could feel the onset of sleep beginning to creep in at the edges of 
his consciousness when the feeling of a tongue upon his softening cock jerked him 
awake. Within moments, it was joined by another, and as he canted his head up- 
wards, he found himself greeted by the sight of Taiosi and Victoria hungrily lapping 
his cock clean, occasionally stopping to kiss before continuing to suck every last bit of 
he and Victoria’s commingled juices from his groin. 

The whole process took a few minutes more, Matt busying himself with 
cleaning the remainder of Taiosi’s cum off her face. Finishing, Taiosi immediately 
moved to Matt’s side, crushing her giant bosom against him, once breast laying 
across his chest as she nibbled his earlobe, smiling. Victoria soon followed, laying at 
Matt’s other side, her hand taking Taiosi’s still engorged nipple in her hand, twisting 
and playing with it absent-mindedly. 

“That was awesome.” She murmured, Matt murmuring agreement. “Do you 
guys do this a lot?” 

Matt chuckled. “This was a first for me.” 

They were silent for a moment before Victoria sat up, placing her hands 
underneath the new soccerball-sized protrusions that dominated her torso. “Jesus... 
look at me.” 

“You look great.” Taiosi smiled, lacing her leg over Matt’s. “Remember 
that.” 

“How... how did you do this to me? To yourself?” 

Taiosi smiled, pressing a finger to her lips. “It’s a secret. Just enjoy yourself.” 

For a long moment, Victoria seemed lost in thought, but Matt’s mind was 
finally beginning to hearken back to the reality of their situation, the fact that they'd 
just probably broken quite a few public indecency laws. 





“Uh... Victoria...” He began. “Are you... we... going to catch any flak for this?” 

Standing up on wobbly legs, Victoria shook her head. “Oh my god no, not at 
all. This is what we use these rooms for.” 

Matt raised his eyebrows, surprised. “You what?” 

“We're a lingerie store filled with clothes for sexually active 20-something 
women, staffed by sexually active 20-something women. Nine times out of ten, if 
someone comes back here, it’s to fuck someone else.” Her hand dipped between her 
legs momentarily, caressing the lips of her pussy. “I didn’t expect to get fucked quite 
that well though.” 

Taiosi giggled as Matt sat up. He’d had just enough time around these wom- 
en for his once-flagging erection to begin to return to life. Focusing on other things 
however, he glanced at his watch, his eyebrows raising. 

“Jesus, it’s 3:00.” He reached for his pants, pulling them towards him. 

“It is?!?” Victoria exclaimed, beginning to fumble for her clothes. “Oh Jesus, 
last | checked it was like 2:00. | didn’t mean to be going at it for quite that long...” 

Finding his clothes and beginning to put them back on, he glanced down at 
Taiosi, who was still laying on the floor, a disappointed look on her face, her arm rest- 
ing on the side of one gigantic tit. She certainly seemed to have had more orgasms 
than either of them, and here she was, apparently ready and raring to go again 
already. 

“Tai?” He began, offering her his hand. “I’d love to stay but...” 

“I know.” She smiled sweetly, picking herself up off the floor. As she did, her 
breasts suddenly began decreasing in size, shrinking down from their incomparable 
girth to a much more manageable size, albeit still larger than Victoria, and still huge 
by most’s definition. 

“Aww.” Victoria sighed, watching as Taiosi’s largesse suddenly disappeared. 
For a moment, she paused. “Wait... can I do that?” 

“Sorry.” Taiosi shook her head, pulling on clothes once more. “That’s all 
mine. But if you’d like to go even bigger...” 

She strode towards Victoria, her hand quickly going behind her neck and 
pulling the saleswoman into another tongue-dueling kiss. Matt felt his cock stiffen 
once more, turgid and ready for another round. He found himself simply staring 
at her, at this woman who seemed to be the walking definition of eroticism. She 
seemed like pure, barely controlled lust, a creature so gorgeous, she could’ve had any 
man in the world with but a snap of her fingers. And yet, she hung around him, she 
seemed to rely on him. He wasn’t normally one to look the proverbial gift horse in 
the mouth, but she just seemed so far out of his league, “programming” or no. Inthe 
back of his head, he wondered if she would realize that. 

“then stop by and see us sometime.” Taiosi finished as the kiss finally 
broke. “We live over on McNeese street, building 1504. Apartment 4A. I'd like to 
make you cum again.” 





Matt could feel the other saleswomen’s eyes burning into them as they 
walked out, knowing grins plastered on each woman’s face as they passed, grins that 
must have surely turned to looks of shock once they got a load of the “new” Victoria. 
Exiting back out into the masses of customers, he felt her link her arm in his once 
more, sidling close to him, sighing contentedly as she did so, her head resting on 
his shoulder. Turning his head for a moment, he caught her simply gazing at him, a 
blush spreading across her cheeks as she smiled sheepishly, nuzzling closer to him. 

After a minute’s walking, and as the reality of what had just happened sank 
in, he rubbed his nose with his thumb gently, closing his eyes before turning to her. 

“Why... what did we just do?” 

Flashing him that effervescent smile, she shook her head. “Don’t worry 
about it. We just had a good time, didn’t we?” 

They were quiet again, passing through the kaleidoscope of colors in store- 
fronts, the din of hundreds of aimless conversations providing a soundtrack. 

“We live?” He found himself asking. 

Taiosi laughed, shaking her head. 

He could hear her lilting voice filtering throughout the apartment from the 
bathroom, over the sound of rushing water from the shower. Steam trickled out 
from underneath the door, gently fogging up the window opposite the bathroom 
door. 

She’d insisted on the chance to “freshen up” during the walk back home. 
They had, mercifully, spent most of the walk in silence, her head nuzzled in the side 
of his arm, quiet in her own blissful world, while he began to wrestle with the com- 
prehension of what he’d just done. Only in his wildest dreams had he ever consid- 
ered something quite like the experience at Exotique, but to actually have done it, 
and gotten away with it... 

Taiosi hadn’t been around for 24 hours yet, and already he felt his life turn- 
ing upside down. He had the art show, which was certainly fantastic news; he’d 
had sex with two gorgeous women in the backroom of a department store, which 
he certainly wouldn’t argue against, and stunningly, the sudden and unexpected 
increase of size in his manhood that he was still convincing himself wouldn’t have 
any deleterious effects on his health. Finally, and again, most stunningly of all was 
that a great deal of this change was down to the person, the woman, who had only 
existed as megabytes and processes on his PC before, and was now singing along to 
the shower radio he’d bought on a lark. 

Muting the TV, he stood up from the bed, meandering his way to the kitch- 
en, past the musical noises coming from the bathroom. She’s said she was “his”, 
whatever that meant, but could they really possibly keep this up? Would she really 
be willing to stay with him? Moreover, was that even a good thing? The ominous 
specter of the proverbial “other shoe” hung in the air, and when it came clattering to 





the ground, he would’ve liked some feelings of safety as to what damage it might do. 

She was immaculate, an absolute dream but, there simply had to be some- 
thing else to the equation. Else he would’ve become, arguably, the luckiest man on 
earth. 

Moreover, the notion of introducing her to friends. Both Katherine and 
Brendan would be interested to know how he’d found a woman to utterly infatuated 
with him in seemingly an instant. Plus, should his ever-so-particular landlord find 
out he had another person living here... 

The door to the freezer kindly opened for him. From inside, he removed a 
bottle of Vodka left over from a get-together with a few friends for the holidays. 
Placing it on the table, he opened the cupboards, silently noting that his mother 
would not be particularly pleased to learn that he almost had half as many shot 
glasses as he did cups. 

“Ooh, what’s that?” 

In his moment of quiet anxiety, he’d neglected to listen for the sound of 
the shower running or the sound of Taiosi’s voice singing. It was significantly more 
difficult to forget as she came padding into the kitchen, his towel drying her hair, 
without a scrap of cloth anywhere else near her, her pendulous bosom bouncing 
gently with each step. For a moment, he began to take umbrage at her still-wet form 
dripping all over the floor, but as she began to dry herself more vigorously, sending 
ever-increasing ripples through her bosom, any protests fell to the side. 

Every time he looked at her after looking away was like seeing her for the 
first time. Every time he felt caught between drooling and his mouth going bone dry. 
She was utterly ravishing, and as her voluptuous bounty finished nodding and undu- 
lating against one another, he could feel himself stir inside of his pants again. Even 
though he had inwardly decided that it might be good to have an honest, sit-down 
conversation with this woman, if only to find out exactly what was going on and 
what her motives were, the desire to push her onto her bed and spend the next two 
hours with their bodies entangled became intense. 

“It’s... er... Vodka.” He finally said, turning his gaze back to the shot glass, 
which he quickly filled. 

“Vodka?” 

Taiosi’s knowledge of the world often left him taken aback, if only because 
she understood so much, and yet so little. Her knowledge seemed to be limited only 
to things that would’ve occurred in her original programming. The concepts of cloth- 
ing, stores, eating, washing, cars, guns, skyscrapers, those things she understood. 
Apparently, her designers hadn’t added a “get drunk” animation. 

“It’s... er... ah...” He began, realizing that, much like when he’d attempted to 
explain the concept of Football to her, that many of the things he took for granted 
seemed a great deal more confusing to someone who had never heard of them be- 
fore. 





“It’s just...here.” Matt said, taking a second shot glass from the cabinet, plac- 
ing it on the counter and filling it. “You shoot it.” 

“Shoot it?” She looked at him quizzically, and after an awkward moment, he 
remembered the moment earlier in the mall where they found out that she really did 
have a gun of some sort. 

“I mean, you have to drink it really fast, like in one gulp.” He corrected him- 
self, replacing the bottle into the freezer. 

Wrapping the towel around her hair and atop her head, she sauntered over 
to his side, allowing her damp bosom to brush up against his arm as she reached for 
her glass. Even looking at her now, realizing exactly how enormous two large-but- 
physically-possible breasts looked on her frame, and how much more stunning she 
could look by apparently, simply willing it so. 

“So...” She said, sniffing the glass and wrinkling her nose. 
down?” 

He nodded. She may not have needed any liquor, but at this point, after this 
day, a stiff shot of anything wouldn’t have hurt. 

He counted them down, and they both imbibed the clear liquid. Matthew 
had, of course, learned to enjoy the warm burning sensation as it went down his 
throat, however Taiosi was not quite so pleased by the development, nearly sputter- 
ing for a moment, her eyes beginning to tear as she swallowed the last. 

“What was that?” She gasped, fanning her mouth for a brief moment. 

“Like | said, Vodka.” He smiled for a moment, taking the towel off from her 
still damp hair and beginning to dry the rivulets of water that still clung to her body. 
Whether she realized it or not, she had begun shivering. 

“Let’s dry you off and then you can put on some clothes.” He said, guiding 
her back into his bedroom. 

His hands were tentative at first, expecting her hands to take over soon after 
for him. But, as he moved down from her shoulders, he noticed the look of placid 
look of approval on her face, her arms hanging limply at her sides. 

With slow controlled care, he ran the towel over her body, drying her slowly, 
running the fabric down her arms, along her legs and over the vast expanse of her 
breasts, trying not to watch as her nipples sprang to life. Every few moments she 
would murmur appreciatively, but never moving, never saying a single word. 

Finally finishing, he wrapped the towel around her waist, standing up before 
her, looking at this radiant woman, with all of her curves and extraordinary feminin- 
ity. She returned his gaze with that same placid look, her eyes unwavering, never 
turning from his, her face not betraying the slightest hint of anything other than 
even-tempered emotion. 

Almost without his asking, his arms moved to the sides of her waist and she 
stepped into his embrace, her bosom pressing against his chest and stomach, her 
face nesting itself in the crook of his neck. They stood, holding each other, the towel 
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about her waist coming undone and falling to the floor. He had to force himself, but 
this time, he did not indulge in her body. There were some things he needed clarifi- 
cation on. 

“Why are you here?” He forced finally, beginning to pull away. 

For amoment, she looked hurt that he had ended the moment, but it quickly 
faded, her hands clasping his even as he stepped away, limiting the distance be- 
tween them. 

“I explained...” She began. “...l’m here because | wanted to be. You gave me 
the opportunity, and I took it. | wanted to be here.” 

Matt furrowed his brow. “But still, | mean... why? Why here, why not any of 
the other thousands of guys who downloaded you? Why here?” 

She shrugged. “They didn’t download me. At least, this me. | don’t know 
those other guys. | know you. | wanted to see what it would be like to come here to... 
to be with you.” 

Matt reared, incredulous. “With me? But...” 

“Yes, with you. Because | know you, because | think you’re a good guy, and 
Pd like to actually experience what it’s like to be with a good guy, rather than just 
having him click on me. And I was hoping you’d feel the same way.” 

He stared at his feet for along moment, his mind working. “So what was all 
that stuff earlier? Here, and at the department store.” 

“It was fun.” Taiosi said, a flicker of apprehension flashing across her face. 
“At least, I’d intended for it to be fun. | wanted you to have fun. Did you?” 

“Well... yes... but...” Matt croaked, still trying to narrow things down. “Wait, 
you wanted to be with me? Like, be with me?” 

She shrugged sheepishly, the tint of a blush beginning at the edges of her 
cheeks. “Whatever you prefer.” 

He paused, before shrugging himself. It may have been weird, it may have 
been completely unorthodox, but he couldn’t point to a single “bad” thing that had 
happened since her arrival. Frankly, he couldn’t point to a single thing that wasn’t 
“spectacular”. 

“I guess... | mean, if that’s what you want, then, we can make it work what- 
ever that is.” Matt fumbled the words. “I can’t promise you a lot of adventure or 
anything, | mean, there’s a whole lot more world out there that other guys could 
show you...” 

She shook her head abruptly. “I want to see your world, that’s all.” 

There was silence in his apartment, save for the muted noises of the TV. Ev- 
erything about this seemed somehow dangerous, perhaps disturbing, certainly well 
out of the realm of normalcy. However, none of it had turned particularly badly. 

Matt prided himself on, if anything, being reasonably empathetic towards 
people. He’d always been able to read people, and react accordingly, and of all the 
things he’d gotten from Taiosi in these hours today, wonder, curiosity, even an 





understated ability to blend in, despite her obviously unique characteristics, malice 
simply did not radiate from her. She hadn’t put a single foot wrong, as far as he was 
concerned. She seemed so earnest, so willing and eager to please, in her own auda- 
cious way. 

“I...l...l guess we can figure something out.” He sighed, looking around. “I 
mean, l'Il be honest, a relationship sounds like a bad idea, | mean what happened 
today...” 

She quieted him by leaning into him, her arms wrapping around his neck, her 
lips briefly pressing themselves to him. “Don’t worry. | want things to work out, but 
only if you’re okay with it. lII be as helpful as you need.” 

She pulled back, looking around the apartment. “I mean, | could do a little 
cleaning I’m sure. You'll have to explain where exactly everything goes and how 
some things work but... I’m here because of, and for you.” 

Matt glanced around at the unsorted stack of magazines near his bed, the 
assorted shoes scattered by the door, the small pile of crumpled laundry at the foot 
of his bed. He did his best to prevent the place from becoming a sty, but it certainly 
did have that “lived-in” look of a good bachelor pad. Perhaps having some sort of 
“feminine touch” would help. 

He stopped himself again. The hijinks of the day aside, the proposition he 
was making here was not anything even close to normal. He was talking about hav- 
ing this woman live here, and he still wasn’t sure where he felt like he stood with her. 
She was undoubtedly infatuated with him but, still, if he could manage to put aside 
sex and just think for a few minutes... 

However, with her nude body standing in front of him, it was hard to con- 
centrate on anything other than sex. And as she stepped into his embrace again, her 
breasts again pressing against his chest and stomach, any further questions flew out 
of his mind. 

Perhaps | can just play this one by ear. He thought. Unorthodox, yes. But 
he’d never fallen into the habit of over-examining gift horses, as it were. All he could 
do was hope that maybe, this actually would work out as well as it could, utter silli- 
ness of it aside. 

With that, he could feel her pulling away from him, turning away and walk- 
ing towards his bed. “Don’t you have someplace to be soon?” 

Turning his head towards the clock, he saw what she was referring to. It was 
6:35, and he had mentioned that his only obligation for the evening was the prom- 
ised game of soccer at 7:00. If he missed, and if his team lost, Brendan wouldn’t let 
him hear the end of it. Even if Taiosi provided an exceedingly good reason to skip 
such a game. 

“You're right.” He said, a little too evenly he realized, walking towards his 
dresser and removing the shorts and t-shirt he’d wear for the game. 

Matt found himself of two minds as he got dressed, watching Taiosi sit 





nude upon his bed, cross-legged, her bosom nearly in her lap, watching him placidly. 
While he certainly wouldn’t have said anything against he opportunity to spend the 
evening with Taiosi, preferably inside her, going to the game and playing meant he’d 
at least have something else to think about, something to help him clear his mind. 
Maybe he could actually manage to think about this rationally. 

“You said you had a game?” Taiosi said idly. “What kind?” 

“A... soccer game.” Matt began pulling on his sneakers, trying to think of a 
way to relate the sport to her. “It’s... ah... you'll have to come along and see for your- 
self.” 

Again, her mouth curled into a brilliant smile. 





TO BE CONTINUED... 





